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Around Town. 


Last week we had in the city the eloquent 
infidel, Robert G. Ingersoll, lecturing on 
Burns. The majority of us would be quite 
willing to forget for the moment that heisa 
scoffer and treat him fairly as a student of 
literature if he could for that moment cease to 
be ascoffer and become in reality a student of 
literature. But he travels on false pretenses, 
making literature a cloak for infidelity, and 
when he secures an audience he indulges in as 
many covert sneers at sacred things as ‘his 
listeners will permit. Of recent years he has 
quite changed his plan of campaign, abandon- 
ing the attempt to pervert the faith of Chris- 
tian America by means of his rotund oratory. 
Anything accepted as oratory may be so 
termed, though I doubt if in any other country 
than the United States this furbisher of glitter- 
ing words, this artificer of resonant phrases 
would have been seriously classed as an orator. 
He has ceased lecturing on the mistakes of 
Moses and no longer prefers his smart demand 
that the Ckurch produce the geography of 
hell—a bit of geography, by the way, which he 
may eventually have ample leisure to investi- 
gate. Personally, I have no theory regarding 
hell and never intend to have. There are more 
cheerful prospects to contemplate and more 
profitable subjects to theoriz3 upon. I have 
been taught to believe in it and have not re- 
jected the teaching. At the same time I do 
not insist upon a burning pit, and if a sul- 
phurous lagoon has not been in immutable 
readiness from the beginning, I would not 
wish for a disarrangement of the eternal 
plan at this late day for the mere 
personal satisfaction of providing Ingersoll 
with a lesson in geography. If he is right, the 
rest of us stand to lose nothing; if he is wrong, 
he will be made aware of it. His purpose of 
late has been to establish a reputation as a 
man of infallible taste in art, drama and litera- 
ture, asa man of most polished intellect. If 
in this way he can cause millions to admire 
him, he probably expects that some percentage 
at least of his admirers will become so attached 
and trustful that they will follow him along 
the rosy paths of the luxuriant valleys through 
which he leads them, until finally they will 
crouch around him in the bleak wilderness of 
unbelief bzyond. When he was a blunt, un- 
compromising infidel and nothing more, he was 
the god of the godless and the darling hope of 
the abandoned. The vicious, the low, and the 
brutal soothed their consciences with set 
phrases from his orations. He found himself 
leader of a host who had earned the doom of 
hell if men and women can earn such punish- 
ment by their crimes and uncleanness. The 
announcement that he would lecture in a cer- 
tain hall was enough to empty the saloons and 
bawdy houses of their last occupant, and his 
message dispelled their fears of future judg- 
ment and taught them that theironly care was 
to outwit the civillaw. Hedid not intend to 
encourage criminals in crime nor to win his 
followers from the unclean and brutal, but 
such was the inevitable logic of events. Clean 
people of intelligence shunned him; respect- 
able people, who were conscious of a higher 
entity than that of an animal, were quite will- 
ing to relinquish the idea of hell if the certain- 
ty of heaven were not impaired in the com- 
promise, That certainty being impaired by 
any negotiation with Ingersoll, good-living 
people tabooed him, It is only an abject crea- 
ture who would not rather face the possibil- 
ity of hell than surrender belief in future ex 
istence. I almost fancy I could prefer to be 
the only created soul that missed heaven than 
to find that it was “ all of life to live,” 

7 . 

Finding himself surrounded only by the un- 
desirable, he has changed his tactics and 
secured a better audience. He lectures on 
Burns and Shakespeare and Lincoln, and by 
innuendo tries to create the impression that 
these great men were either infidels or agnos- 
tics, The falseness of his claim as regards 
Lincoln has been sufficiently proven. The 
claim has been shown to be one of most 
astounding impudence. In lecturing before 
the Burns Memorial Society of Chicago, a 
short time ago, Ingersoll was roundly hissed 
while endeavoring to show that the Scottish 
bard was an agnostic. The speaker had pro- 
mised that he would not obtrude his obnoxious 
views on the audience. Burns did ridicule 
the “‘unco’ guid,” and launched a few shafts 
at the harsh Calvinism of his time, but there is 
not a line in his writings that can be contorted 
into evidence that he rejected Christianity. 
No one religious sect embraces all of truth, 
and it is not scepticism, or atheism, or infi- 
delity for a man to oppose any particular 
branch of the church. One may oppose bap- 
tism, or revivalism, or ritualism, or all three 
and many other isms, and yet be the last man in 
the world to have aught to do with infidelity. 
One may disfavor this and that denomination 
and stand apart from all religious organiza- 
tions, and yet have a most thorough detestation 
for infidels. If Burns were alive now he would 
have the liveliest conten.pt for Ingersoll and 
his mission of discouragement, his gospel of 
non-hope. The peasant poet felt himself to be 
something diviner than a singing animal. 

. 
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So far as I know, nothing can be said against 
Ingersoll’s private life. His admirers claim 
that his record is dazzlingly pure and white. He 
requires to lead a clean life, and considerations 
of policy alone are sufficient to keep him 
straight. Asa combination of aggressive infi- 

| delity and decent living, he is so unique as to 
be notable. It improves his law practice and 
Sis altogether profitable. He lives a respectable 
Hite and then presents himself as evidence 
Sthat the overthrow of Christianity would not 
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effect the permanence of good morals; he has 


rejected Christianity and does not steal and 
murder and live in filth, therefore, if Christian 
faith in eternal life were rejected of all men 
they would not steal and murder and sink toa 
filthy level. He accepts an instance as proving 
arule. If his morals were loose, his daily life 
would demolish all his arguments and he could 
not hope to make _ progress in his 
crusade. Tae needs of his cause require 
him to be above suspicion. But his converts, 
although urged to bring no discredit upon the 
cause by looseness of habits, are not so careful 
because not so concerned for the success of 
infidel principles. Believing that this life is 
everything, they feel licensed to indulge their 
desires to the fullest. We can imagine a state 
of society wherein it is positively decided, the 
world over, that there is no future life and 
that mankind is perishing flesh and nothing 
more. Some small percentage of the earth's 
population would be content to live hum-drum 


MISS 


and toiling lives, but who can conceive of so- 
ciety preserving its equilibrium? Without the 
solace and hope of religion to restrain their pas- 
sions and inspire them with resignation, what 
would persuade the toiling millions to con 

tinue toiling while the few exist in arrogant 
luxury? Think you that the gilded barques of 
emperors and aristocracies would still be privi- 
leged to float along on the perspiration of the 
masses? There would come a grand catas- 
trophe of which the overthrow of financial and 
titular ascendency would be a trifling circum- 
stance. If it were all of life to live, men would 
not labor through their weary length of days— 
they would not do so unless under compulsion, 
and, as half must work if all would live, in 
time an ascendency of might would be created, 
more hateful and grinding than any now 
known. If men should become convinced that 
they are animals of a day, the condition of 
society which would in time result would not 
correspond with early heathenism or with 
anything in the world's history, for the reason 
that even in the breast of aboriginal man there 
stirred an idea of a God and a horeafter—an 
idea that proved ennobling even in its crucest 
form and became more influential as the 
human faculties developed. But if infidel 
*‘reason” were to gain sway, even such indefi- 
nite hopes as the heathen had would not 
remain to us. In the desperation of lost hope 
man’s whole pursuit would be to extract the 
last drop of gratification from life. 


| 
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A’lady asked me the other day why it was 
that infidels must run about endeavoring to 
upset the satisfactory beliefs of other people. 
“*Is it that they are afraid to go alone?” she 
added. In view of what would,in a purely 
human and socia! sense, result from a general 
acceptance of their principles, one might well 
ask why they seek to make converts and 
might well conclude that it is because they are 
‘‘afraid to go alone.” They are afraid of the 
dark. I firmly believe that Ingersoll soothes 
himself with the idea that if there is a 
God and a judgment he will be able 
to plead justification with success, If he 
can get thousands and millions of people to 
join with him he will go confidently into the 
dark, and if he is called up for judgment he 
will marshal his hosts and say, ‘‘Here are 
millions of us—you would not condemn millions 
ofus? Wedid not kuow. We required proof, 
incontrovertible proof, of things that seemed 
incredible, and the proof was not given.” The 
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bravado of the infidel takes flight when the 
shadows begin to deepen and the great dark- 
ness gathers. Ingersoll is trying to keep warm 
at a dead fire. He is summoning his fellows to 
a feast of hot ashes that tantalize heart-hunger 
and blister the lips of the anxious. Piety is 
not one of my leading characteristics, but it 
does not require a religious man to perceive 
that Ingersoll is a destroyer, a false light on a 
dangerous coast. 


* * 

Not long ago a very great politician died, and 
deep-toned bells all over the land tolled out the 
portentous tidings. It occurred in the early 
hours of night and when the voices of the bells 
announced the news that all men expected, 
yet feared to hear, hundreds sprang from their 
beds and hastily dressing rushed into the 
streets. In this city the moving multitudes 
upon the public walks paused at a common im- 
pulse and hearkened to that knell—to that 
sound which sobered the drunken and silenced 
for a moment the tongue of the babbler. Men 
scanned each other’s faces and saw there the 
symptoms of their own disquiet. All were 
thrilled with a realization of a crisis and had a 
nebulous expectancy—which not one in the 
city would next morning admit having felt — 
that nature by some ocular display would cor 
roborate the statement of the chimes. Social 
restraints were absolved and men who never 
before or since cared to know each other met 
and in the deep feeling of that night were breth- 


| 
| of meat and denoting the dazed condition of 


ren, The rich man livingin the center ofarow of 
houses ran from door to door arousing his poorer 
neighbors, whose very names he did not know, 
telling them of the great man’s death. The 
newspapers within an hour had all issued 
special editions containing e full account of the 
politician’s life from boyhood until his historic 
last gasp, with editorials summing up the 
situation—editorials conspicuous for their lack 


those who wrote them. What dire things 
would ensue from the death of a man so essen 
tial to the nation, none could prophesy, but 
that his removal was a calamity the vast 
msjority agreed. ‘' After me the deluge,” was 
an egotistical remark attributed to him in one 
of his moments of elation, and certain it is 
that on the night of his death all felt that a 
period had cometo affairs as they had previously 
stood. It was felt that the political party 
of which he had long been leader was now left 
in disconsolate widowhood to drag out the sor- 
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rowful residue of her days in misfortune and 
tears. So irreparable was the party loss con 
sidered that the opposing party felt well 
enough circumstanced to extend to her large 
ofterings of sympathetic pity, a rare luxury of 
political feeling never indulged in save by a 
party in high vantage. No man has died any- 
where, these many years, whose departure 
seemed to presage such confusing results for a 
nation. In all the pulpits his death was re- 
ferred to and specially fervent prayers were 
offered in the country’s behalf—as though, the 
politician being dead, the Almighty was de 
jectedly requested t> again assume an over- 
sight of affairs, 
.* * 

No long span of years has elapsed, yet al 
ready the people who stood still and trembled 
with fears they could not detine aud who sat 
up all night to see if the morning sun would 
rise upon a country whose ruling statesman 

| was dead, have in downright fact forgotten 
} the man who died that night. So entirely has 
he passed out of the public mind that I think 
it quite necessary to explain that reference is 
made to Sir John Macdonald. Great politician 
as he was, and supreme as he was in his party 
andinthe affections of his country, his re 
moval has not impaired the efficvcy of the 
party nor disturbed the condition of the State. 
The country that gave an answering easp to 
| his last breath and stood for a moment dazed 
and uucertain whither to wend, recovered so 
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completely within a year that the monument 
in his memory would have be2n abandoned 
had not a few rich men come to the rescue of 
the project—if, indeed, it is fully rescued evan 
now. This case illustrates strikingly the 
fickleness and changeableness of men,* but 
whether these be weaknesses or elements of 
strength, each reader is at liberty to decide‘for 
himself. Weare all striving to win the ap- 
proval and admiration of each other, yet what 
does it amount to, when the statesman whose 
name was in all men’s mouths and who was 
almost deified by half the populace, is practi- 
cally nameless two years after his death ? 
* 


* +. 

It is one of the disagreeable consequerces of 
holding a Government office of a particularly 
fat sort, that one’s private life is legitimate 
subject for public criticism. Dr. Clark of the 
Asylum is required to keep a detailed account 
of his table expenses as he secures free, from 
the provincial stores, what may in a broad 
sense be termed his groceries. Mr. Marter is 
after him hotfoot in the House, claiming that 
the doctor secured in one year seven hundred 
dozen of eggs. Mr. Hardy pronounces this a 
gross exaggeration, the doctor only consuming 
five hundred and ninety-seven doz2n according 
to his figures. These eggs are for Dr. Clark's 
private table, around which the inmates of the 
institution do not cluster when the gong 
sounds. Taking Mr. Hardy's figures, the 
consumption of hen fruit by the worthy doctor 
is nothing short of alarming to his most ad- 
miring friends. It makes an average of nine 
teen eggs per.day the year round, with an ac 
cumulation of two hundred and twenty-nine 
for his breakfast Easter morning—a stupend 
ous breakfast, no doubt, but not incredibly 
large for a man whose daily average is so 
high and who believes in celebrating Easter in 
a marked way. If the hapless patients were 
to consume such amazing quantities of eggs it 
would be less surprising, for we might con 
clude that their disorders inclined that way, 
and, moreover, we'have had recent evidence of 
what such people can safely eat,in the case 
of that inmate who swallowed three pieces of 
cutlery with much apparent relish and small 
inconvenience. Dr. Clark evinced a most ab- 
sorbing interest in this performance of his 
patient, but Mr. Marter appears to view the 
dcctor's egg-eating as a much more interesting 
freak. Asa gastronomic marvel the doctors 
Easter breakfast will certainly compare with 
the achievement of the unfortunate patient. 

os 

This egg question will serve a good purpose, 
I have no sympathy with Mr. Marter’s crusade 
in so far as it is a mortifying harassment of Dr, 
Clark. Those of us who do not get our stores 
from the Government do not keep tally of the 
eggs consumed at our tables and in our 
kitchens, If we did, the yearly total would 
amaze us. There are mighty few cakes baked 
or dishes cooked without the use of eggs. In 
no private family can such an exact account be 
kept of the little things consumed as the 
Government requires the asylum officials to 
keep. If the head of a family were to require 
such a faithful accounting for pepper and salt 
and clothes-pins, his wife would despair and 
die within a year and leave the books in an 
unbalanced muddle. Dr. Clark will be open to 
such mortifying attacks as Mr. Marter has 
just made, so long as the present unbusiness 
like system continues. The member for Mus 
koka is quite within his rights in criticizing 
this page of the public accounts, and the same 
page will be criticized so long as it exists. Dr. 
Clark should be paid a fixed salary, in keep 
ing with his important position, without free 
groceries or free anything else. What whole 
sale house would pay its clerks by such an 
arrangement as exists between Dr. Clark and 
the province, giving them salaries much too 
small for their duties, but giving them free all 
the gréceries they can use? It would be feared 
that some of the clerks would grocer all their 
relatives to the third and fourth generation. 
The arrangement is unbusinesslike and inde 
fensible, 


+ 
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The Medical Health Officer the other day an 
nounced that the city was receiving forty per 
cent. of bay water through the mains, a most 
disconcerting piece of information considering 
that it was loudly declared not long ago that all 
damages had been repaired and that the boiling 
of water was an excessive precaution. One of 
the evening papers containing Dr. Sheard's un 
welcome confession also gave an interview 
with a waterworks official in which he stated 
that he didn’t know what they would do, as 
men had gone over every foot of the pipe and 
could not locate the leak. By the inadequate 
name of “ leak” they designate a smash that 
permits forty per cent. of bay water to get into 
the city’s supply. Then this remarkable 
official went on to compose the fears of the 
people. ‘Of one thing the citizens may rest 
perfectly assured,” he said, as nearly as I can 
recollect the words attributed to him, ‘tno 
effort will be left untried to repair the leak 
and give the city a prompt and ample supply 
of pure lake water.” How reassuring! No 
grounds for disquiet! These men who have ex- 
amined every foot of the pipe and cannot locate 
the leak, these men who “do not know what 


to do” will leave no effort untried to fix things 
up. And then what a glorious promise is 
judiciously worked in—-‘ a prompt and ample 
supply of pure lake water!” Hollow phrase, 
piece of cant ! These men by their incompet 
ence would poison us and then mock 
us in our last moments with such gabble 
as this, Pay fifteen thousand ollars 
a year for a waterworks specialist if 
need be, run a pipe to Lake Simcoe, or out to 
Scarboro, or out to Mimico, or run one straight 
up and tap the clouds, but for goodness’ sake 
don’t poison us and then ask us to “rest 
assured” of anything! MACK, 





































































A LESSON IN GEOLOGY. 





By ALLAN DO 


UGLAS BRODIE 


Author of * The Baillys and the Bailiff,” ** A Bank Clerk's Rom unce,” ** Legend of the Glen 
; Mill,” ** Dona Inez,” ** The Vagaries of Love,” Ete. - - 


CHAPTER IL, 

We were in Naples,a party of us having 
taken a pretty villa for the season. [here were 
Mr. Harry Germaine, on whose yacht—the 
Ariel—we had reached this haven of rest; 
Messrs. Edward Dolby and Dion Courtney, two 
young military officers on furlough ; Mr. Robert 
Houghton, our host, whose maturer years and 
staid demeanor were rather a set-off to the fri- 
volity of mos’ of us; young and pretty Mrs. 
Mabel Swinton, whose motherly interest in the 
gentlemen of the party was fully appreciated 
by them—indeed, we fairly worshiped Mabel, 
Then there was old Mrs. Varley, who, like Mr. 
Houghton, exercised a mild counteracting in 
fluence on our excess of spirits, and amused 
us mightily by the antiquity of her costumes, 
her coiffure, and her sentiments. Then came 
Miss Elsie Warriner, a beautiful girl, in face, 
form, and nature, and exceedingly interesting 
to the writer, for she is now his dearly beloved 
little wife. Of myself I will say nothing, for 
which the reader will doubtless be thankful ; 
but of Mr. Herbert Avis, the last, but by no 
means least of our party, a few words must be 
said. The rara avis, as we called him, was 
very popular with us all, both as regards 
originality of sentiment and a certain eccen- 
tricity all his own, which gave to hima charm 
that was perfectly irresistible. We all took a 
violent fancy to Herbert, and many a pleasant 
hour we spent together. 

What with Mr. Houghton’s genial manner, 
Herbert Avis’ wit and humor, and the fund of 
anecdotes our two military friends possessed, 
coupled with the good-humored sarcasm of 
Old Harry (Germaine), we were having a most 
pleasant time. Then there was Mrs. Mabel 
Swinton’s sweet face, the eccentricities of Mre. 
Varley, and, above all, the bright presence of 
the golden-haired, blue-eyed Elsie, who seemed 
to be everywhere at once. Ernani was a 
beautiful place, overlooking as it did the thou- 
sand and one beauties of the bay, and we had 
more than once congratulated ourselves on the 
fortunate possession of so delightful a location 
and its attendant comforts. Scarcely a day 
passed that we did not take a trip some- 
where. We visited Capri and Ischia, took in 
the awe-inspiring grandeur of Vesuvius in 
eruption, sp3nt a day in Sorrento and another 
in Baix, but generally ended up by passing the 
evening in the pretty, rose-embowered pavilion 
at Ernani, where, ensconced in easy-chairs, we 
recounted the adventures, exploits, incidents 
and co-incidences of the day. 

It was seldom our party was broken up even 
for a day, as we rather enjoyed seeing the 
sights together and comparing notes after- 
wards. But on this particular occasion we 
ware scattered like a flock of sheep, and came 
pretty near losing one of the—lambs, I was 
going to say ; but the rara avis would by some 
naturalists have been probably classed under 
the head of * winged critturs.” 

I must here explain that on the evening 
before, we had been sitting out in the pavilion 
listening to one of Avis’ yarns, which on bring 
ing to aconclusion Herbert had rendered more 
awe-inspiring by rising from his seat, and with 
right hand extended towards the burning 
mountain, said dramatically 

** Behind yon mount 
The moon lies low, 
And nau cht but brigands are abcut. 
To retire were safer 
Taoan to stay here later 
It’s half-past twelve, without a doubt, 
And I'd far sooner be in bed than out.” 


‘* So would I,” the ladies had chorused ner- 
vously, and, entering the house, we all soon 
afterwards retired. Whether Herbert Avie, 
when he dropped intoextempore verse the night 
before, was possessed of a premonition in 
which brigands figured largely, I cannot say, 


but certain it is that he became personally, not 
to say intimately, acquainted with these gen 
try before many hours had passed over his 
head 


Our party was next day very much scattered. 
Mrs. Mabel Swinton had gone to visit a cer- 
tain Contessa di Bendelari, whom she had met 
before our arrival in Naples. Dolby, Courtney 
and Germaine had gone to Ischia in the Ariel ; 
Mrs. Varley was having an off. day of sweet 
repose on the drawing-room sofa ; Mr. Hough- 
ton was in the library making up for lost time 
by answering a week's correspondence, which 


had accumulated ; Elsie and I went fora row | 


on the blue, placid waters of the bay ; whilst 
Herbert Avis, who had a strong predilection 
for natural science, said he was going speci- 


leaving the highway, when | thought I would 
sit down and enj>y a quiet smoke, so selecting 
the softest spot I could fiad, 
* With the blue above, 

| And ths green beneath, 

And dash, and danger, 

And life, and love, and—' 
Bat bide a wee. 

** Casting aside my specimen bag and hauling 
out acigar, I stretched myself at full length 
on the grass, 

**T had only lighted up and taken a few pre- 
liminary whiffs, when an apparition in the shape 
of a picturesquely attired buc a most villain- 
ous-looking savage started up from behind an 
adjacent pile of rocksand covered me with arifle 
—that is to say, certain portions of my anatomy 
would, without any doubt whatever, be more 
than covered with its contents if I budged. I 
must confess the sight for a moment made my 
hair curl; but quickly pulling myself together 
I made a bluff at appearing perfectly easy and 
unconcerned, and gently removing my cigar 
| from between my chattering teeth I beckoned 
| to the brigand (for such I rightlysuspected him 
to be), and said as cheerfully as I could in my 
| rather rocky Italian, whilst in reality the 
goose-flesh was rising all over me: 

***Come here, amico mio, you are the very 
man I am looking for.” 

*** What do vou want?’ he answered rough- 
ly, without moving his position or lowering his 
rifle. 

‘**Can you direct me to the Amalfi quarry?’ 

: I asked, at the same time tendering him my 
| cigar-case. 
‘* My apparent coolness and affected ingenu- 
| ousness seemed to strike the scoundrel favor- 
ably, for he lowered his weapon and coming 
forward accepted my proffered cigar—also the 
case—and, lighting up, threw himself on the 
grass with a hoarse laugh, and regarded me 
between the puffs from his partega with a pro- 
longed stare of puzzied suspicion and amuse- 
ment. 

“* What do you want the Amalfi quarry 
for?’ he asked at length. ‘Cospetto! ‘Tis a 
most unattractive place for a fiae gentleman 
like you, signor.’ 

“*T don’t want the whole quarry, my fine 
fellow; only a few stones from it—fossils, 
petrifactions, plants, fishes, insects and other 
things that have been turned into stone, don’t 
you know,’ I said earnestly. 

***Oh, yes, I know. Is this one of them?’ 
and he produced a piece of rock from his pouch 
and handed it to me, 

“Yes, it was a fossil all right. A trilobite, 
with miniature rising suns indented all over 
it, and a rare one at that. 

‘** Thanks awfally,’ I said, as I transformed 
the specimen to my own pocket, as some sort 
of recompense for the loss of my cigar-case, 
And then in an inaudible aside : ‘It will put 
me in mind cf your ugly mug every time I look 
at it.’ 

“The brigand again laughed, and while 
handling bis gun affectionately, and with what 
seemed to me the instant danger of its going 
off, again regarded me with a fixed and in- 
credulous stare. 

“*A likely story,” he remarked cheerfully, 
‘and one whic you had batter not repeat to 
Galvani. Oh, I know what you are—you're a 
spy. You would go back to Naples and bring 
the gendarmes and the bersigleri to capture 
the Crow's Nest, wouldn't you? But you have 
not found it yet. Ha! ha! And you shall not 
either. See! Yonder is the Amalfi quarry. 
Go and hunt for your pretty stones; I will see 
you again.’ 

‘‘Even while he spoke there came a blast 
from a horn at some distance away, and, 
springing lightly to his feet, with rifle grasped 
firmly in his left hand, the brigand disappeared 
almost as quickly as he had come, 

** My geological enthusiasm had by this time 
waned considerably, it being now replaced by 
an overwhelming desire to place a respectable 
distance between myself and the Amalfi 
quarry, lately so hungrily sought for. 

**T also rose up, and possessing myself of the 
specimen bag—my anxiety to reach the said 
| quarry being now in an inverse ratio—took to 
my heels in an opposite direction, and soon 
succeeded in losing myself most admirably. In 
the midst of my dilemma! noticed a goat herd’s 
hut but a short distance away, and sitting on 
a rude bench before the door was the goat 
herd himself evidently. 

*** My man,’ I said, in most disreputable ver- 
nacular, ‘I have lost my way. Will you be so 
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men hunting among the hills, and, | kind as to set me straight?’ 


judging from his own account afterwards of 
his varied experiences that day, he most cer- 
tainly met with success, although, I fancy, the 
specimens were not of the type he contempla- 
ted finding when he set out. 

We all had a most pleasant day with, per- | 
haps, the exception of the rara avis, although | 
he assured us that he enjoyed himself im- | 
mensely. 

What happened to him is best to!ld in his 
own inimitable style: 

** After leaving Ernani,” said Herbert, when 
at length he turned up again amongst us, | 
after an absence of three days, with an experi- | 
ence that would have turned an ordinary man’s | 
hair piebald, “I at once struck out for the | 
mountains, where I was told there existed an 
old quarry, rich in geological specimens pecu- | 
liar to this part of the country. 

**Slung over my shoulder was my specimen 
bag, in which on starting out I had placed my 

lunch, and a small hammer and chisel with | 
which to capture the elusive fossil, 

“As you all know, it was aglorious day— | 
simply magnificent, and as I trudged along 
the dusty road, with the blue waters of the | 
bay on my left, I at length turned off to climb 
the grassy slopes, where here and there piles | 
of moss-covered rocks protruded in picturesque 
confusion. 

“I felt in the gayest of spirits, and eagerly 
drinking in the czone, whistled, sang, and 
laughed in very glee, like : 

* Obildeen j x86 let loose from ach ol.’ | 
Thad perhaps trudged about two miles since 





***Tnglesa?’ he asked, looking at me with 


| interest. 


*** Yes,’ I answered, as I knew it would have 
been a moral impossibility to make him under- 


| stand that an Irishman is not altogether an 


Englishman. He isn’t you know—is he, 
Mabel?” 

“Well, I should say not, answered 
Mrs. Swinton indignantly. ‘‘What a silly 
question to ask, Herbert. Why, an Irishman 


| is a hundred times better than any English- 


man.” 

“Ts he? Well, perhaps I should have en- 
lightened him; but I quite forgot. At any 
rate, the peasant was about to direct me, when 
the horn I had heard before was blown again, 
the blast louder and quite near us. 

“The peasant’s whole manner changed when 
he heard it, and he turned a shade paler, as he 


| cried excitedly: ‘There they are again, and I 


thought they had gone the other way. Come 
in here, Inglesa—quick! The banditti are 
coming,’ and he dived into the hut, with me a 
close second. Op 3ning the door of an inner room 
he showed me in, and quickly closed it, with 
the words: ‘Stay there till they are gone, or 
they will take you prisoner. Inglesi are all 
rich, and the banditti want ransoms, Wait 
there,’ I sat on the edge of a truckle bed and 
waited, thinking the while that I stood an 
excellent chance of not sseing Ernani or my 
friends again for perhaps an indefinite period. 
Five minutes elapsed, then I heard some men 
enter the hut and loud words exchanged : 
‘**Inglesa! Where is he? Diavolo! Your 
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ting angry now. 





































































She stepped down, and the defendant asked 
to be heard. 

He was sworn. 

‘*Well, what have you got to say for your- 
self?” 

“*T thought she wanted to get acquainted, 
yer honor,” replied the young man. 

The complainant glared at him. 

‘* What made you think so?” 

‘* Why, the way she acted.” 

‘**How? What did she do?” 

‘““Well, judge, I can’t explain very well, 
but if you'll just run your eye over this you'll 
see my position exactly.” 

And he took from his pocket a pamphlet 
decorated with cupids and marriage bells and 
entitled How I Charm the Fair Sex. He 
opened it and handed it to the magistrate, who 
read : 


ears shall pay the penalty, Pietro, if you do 
not speak,’ came wafted to me in my re- 
treat. The peasant was protesting 
his ignorance of the whereabouts of any 
Inglesa, but seemed to waver by degrees, and 
would undoubtedly have handed me over to 
their tender merciesif I had not hit upona 
rather novel expedient, which some people 
would have considered rash, to say the least 
of it. 

‘*My eyes roving around the apartment, I |. 
noticed hanging overthe back of the beda 
peasant’s garb similar to that worn by my 
protector in the next room, and without a 
moment’s hesitation I quickly donned the 
whole outfit, consisting of knee-breeches, long 
red stockings, laced all the way up from the 
shoe to the knee with white tape, a short green 
jacket, of a Zouave cut, and a seedy-looking 
white felt wideawake with a bedraggled green 
feather. Then I rumpled my hair ala Pade- 
rewski—its color matches that of any Italian 
betwixt Baix and Sorrento—and, after a 
moment’s hesitation, lifted the latch of the 
door and boldly walked out among them. I 
resolved to once more put my histrionic ability 
to the test. There sat, or stood, five or six 
picturesque-looking villains, who started up 
and grasped their knives as I appeared. 

“The peasant, Pietro, looked as much sur- 
prised as they were, and was about to open his 
mouth and let forth an ejaculation, when I 
gave him a quick but meaning look, which he 
intelligently returned, and his jaws closed 
with a snap, as he waited for further develop- 
ments, 

““* Who are you?’ one of the men asked 
roughly, but for answer I only shook my head 
and pointed to my mouth. 

“**Duamb, eh! Cospetto! Where did you pick 
up this scarecrow, Pietro?’ said the one who 
appeared to b2 their chief, from the deference 
paid him by the others, including the peasant 
himeelf, 

“Pietro was a quick thinker, fortunately for 
myself, I thought, and replied unblushingly : 

‘**He is my cousin, Signor, and hascome from 
Palermo to visit. me. He is dumb, poor fel- 
low, and cannot answer you.’ 

“* Well,’ said the captain, as he turned impa- 
tiently from me, ‘ what’s become of that Eng- 
lishman, whom Dominico saw near the quarry? 
We must have him at all costs, Diavolo! Our 
treasury is nearly empty, and only an English- 
man can fill it.’ (I inwardly bowed in the 
spirit at the financial greatness of the Brit- 
isher. Alas! we also have our St. Giles, and 
Porto Capuana at home) ‘ Search the house,’ he 
continued, ‘my men, we must have this cursed 
Inglesa’ (I didn’t bow this time). 

‘*The house was searched, with what result 
may be imagined, and I was beginning to con- 
gratulate myself that I was safe and would 
see Ernani again that night. No such luck, 
however, as, before the men hurried off to look 
for what they were not likely to find, the cap- 
tain told Pietro that he wanted a messenger to 
go to his retreat in the hills with a note for his 
lieutenant, and asked if I was reliable. 

“Pietro hesitated, and then blurted out : 

*** Perfectly, Signor—you can trust bim with 
your life ; but he does not know the way.’ 

“*Cospetto! no; but Dominico can go with 
him part of the way, as his turn at sentry duty 
comes in half an hour,’ and, sitting down at 
the table he indicted an epistle to his subordi- 
nate, and folding it, handed it to me, with the 
words: 

‘***Take that to JJ Corvo. No answer is re- 
quired. Dominico will show you the way—and 
be careful,’ tapping his knife-hilt impressively. 

‘**T received the note mechanically, as one ina 
dream—indeed, I began to suspect that I was 
dreaming. Scarcely four hours had elapsed 
since I left Ernani, yet enough had transpired 
in those four hours to dazzle an ordinary white 
man. 

** My first thought was to make astrer.uous 
kick, but a prod in the small of the back from 
Dominico’s stiletto made me change my mind, 
and with anything but a cheerful mien I follow- 
ed him without a word.’ 

(Concluded next week.) 


PARASOL FLIRTATION, 
Held in both hands, pointing upward—You 
interest me, 
Held in left hand and shaken—Come to me. 
Pointed towards the toe— We are watched. 
Partially opened—I desire an scquaintance. 
Fully opened—My heart is thine. 
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A Special Gift. 


Ida Ashcat—I'm just crazy over Palette’s 
pictures, 

Conny Seur—I don’t know what you see in 
them ; I think they are execrable. 

Ida Ashcat--But he does pick out the sweet. 
est names for them. 








Too Personal. 


Horse dealer—What ! that horse vicious ? 
Not a bit of it, sir. She wouldn't hurt a flea. 

Prospective Purchaser—Well, you needn’t 
— any personal remarks. I haven't got 
fleas. 


NewCalifornia 


$50 a share. 





The best California product, 
so far, is oranges, lemons, 
prunes, figs, olives, grapes, 
aln.onds, ete. The fruit-grow- 
ing center is in the southern 
part, at Riverside. Unim- 
proved land there is worth 
$200 to $600 an acre. An 
acre of orchard yields $100 to 
$2,500 a year. 

A still better place for these 
fruits and nuts is about to be 
opened 150 miles southeast, 
along the Southern Pacific R.R. 
The first thing to do is to 
water the land by canal from 
the Colorado River, a quick 
and easy job, involving great 
profit. Unlimited fruit land; 
nothing but water lacking, 
ready to plant as soon as the 
water is there; and car-loads 
of vegetables will grow between 
trees in three to six months. 

The most precious thing in 
the world is water, and that is 
our merchandise. It enriches 
all that buy or sell it. With 
water, within five years, the 
land will bring $500 an acre, 
some of it. Water creates in- 
credible values. 

We want a share of our 
stock in good hands at every 
post-office. Ina year we shall 
want the people to know we 
are ready for settlers. 

Send for pamphlet and map. 
We want you to know what 
wealth and health await our 


partners and customers there, 
THE COLORADO RIVER IRRIGATION (CO, 
66 Broad Street, New York, and 
CANADA LIFE BUILDING, 
Toronto, 





Sometimes Happens 


BARLOW CUMBERLAND 


General Steamship and Tourist Agency. 


Different Canadian and New York Trane-Atlantioc Lines, 
Local, European and Foreign travel. Personally conducted 
on indepsndent toure as passengers may elect. 


72 Yonge Street, Toronto. 


The Newest Fad 
for 
Ladies’ Shoes 
is the 
Creased Vamp 











Mre. Gayboy—What made you tell Mr, 
Dixon that I gave you those cigars for your 
birthday? 

Mr. Gayboy—Hush, my dear! I got stuck 
on that box, myself. 





Parasol Flirtation 


The young lady in the case had told her story 
in a straightforward manner, not unmingied 
with spitefulness, and it looked rather bad 
for the prisoner at the bar, says the Chicago 
News Record, 

‘You never saw the prisoner before,” en- 
quired his honor. 

“Never, and I hope never will again, the 
brute!" and her black eyes snapped angrily, 

‘** And he came up and addressed you?” 

“Fea.” 

** What did he say?” 

The girl blushed painfully. ‘‘ Must I tell?” 
she said, 

* Certainly.” 

‘“* Well, he—he—said : ‘Ah, girlie, can’t I help 
you with some of those packages ¢’" 

‘* What were you doing?” 

“Thad just come out of the store and was 
trying toopen my parasol,” 

“ You had not addressed him?” 

‘No, sir.” 

‘*Nor gave him any encouragement?” 

“IT hadn't even noticed him.” She was get- 


The Stinson Machine forms the Wrinkles, 
then a piece of canvas is placed underneath 


and rows of stitches hold the wrinkles in place 


THIS DAINTY FEATURE WILL AS YET 
ONLY BE FOUND AT 


McPHERSON’S 


186 YONGE 186 


‘*That will do.” Mail orders filled. Open Saturday nights. 


W. LAUDER & Cb. 


Successors to J. Eveleigh & Co. 


39 King Street West 


THE LEADING HOUSE FOR 


FINE TRUNKS 
TRAVELLING BAGS 


All Kinds of Traveller's Requisites. 


Pocket Books | 
Shopping Bags 
Dog Collars 


Repairing in all Branches 


Telephone 2914, 


SPECIAL NOTICE 


TO 


CONSUMERS 


FOR A LIMITED TIME 





We will, on receipt of 


00 OF OUR TRADE MARKS 


DERBY 
GAPS 


In any form, forward prepaid, one 
of our elegant 


Chromo 
Photograpl 


OR 


Art Studies 


D. RITCHIE & CO. 


Montreal, Canada, and London, Eng. 


1s 


{) 








The DERBY CAPS will be found on all 
our goods—-PLUG, CUT PLUG TOBACCO 
and CIGARETTES. 





FROM 60c. TO $1 PER DOZEN 


All other kinds of Fiowers. Freshest and fizest stook in 
the city. 


Large Stock of Hydrangeas and Other 
Plants 


H. DALE 


2388 Yonge Street Telephone 783 


MARTIN MeMILLAN 


GROCER 
431 Yonge St. 





Tel. 641 


I have jast received my first consignment of 


MAPLE SYRUP 


From the best Quebec makers. 


My TEAS and COFFEES are unequaled 
for flavor, with prices to suit all. 


R.M. MELVILLE 


Toronto General Steamship 
Agency 
28 ADELAIDE STREET HAST 


For Steamship Tickets to All Parts 
ot the World at Lowest Rates 





PROF - DAVIDSON 


The well-known Chirepediat 
has retured from his trip. Those 
who are suffering from Corns, 
Bunions and Ingrowing Toe Naile 
will find bim at his 

Residence, 251 Jarvis Street. 
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Fads and Fancies. 





COLLAR and chemisette in a 
sort of modified guimpe fash- 
ion with a waist with enor- 
mously wide revers turning 
back over the tops of the 
sleeves, one end extending 
across the front in surplice 
style, is a new French fancy. 

Pretty dresses for girls bave collar, cuffs and 
shoulder knots of ribbon with a wide belt, 
either of ribbon or silk to match. Even wash 
dresses are similarly finished, the ribbon be- 
ing taken off or changed when necessary, 
Silk waists with surplice fronts are very much 
liked. This style is newer than the straight 
front and is thought more becoming, especially 
A plaited collar of velvet 
from beneath which falls a double row of lace 
flouncing with velvet tabs edged with lace, is 
a new model fora spring wrap. The genuine 
leg o’ mutton sleeve seems to be revived 


to stout figures, 


afresh, The tops are larger than ever, 
and from elbow to wrist they fit very closely. 
New waists of silk are made with belts, and 
have drapery from the under-arm seams on the 
fronts of the sleeves and across the bust. Useful 
suits ef cheviot, cloth, camel's hair, and the 
like are made with plain skirt, the popular 
figaro jacket and the belt waist of silk. Shoul- 
der-capes with square tab ends falling half-way 
down the front of the skirt are among the 
popular spring wraps. Some new sleeves are 


in Venetian style and show enormous puffs of 


contrasting color, set in slashings of the ma- 
terial, Girls’ dresses are lavishly trimmed 
with ribbons, More ribbon is used in such 
ways than ever before. Plain, figured, and 
striped figures, made tailor fashion, are among 
the popular dresses for early summer. Chip 
and straw hats for bright spring days are 
trimmed with wide ribbon and flowers. A 
few flowers are seen in the fronts of poke bon- 


nets. 
* 


For some time we had quite a struggle be- 
tween the jacket and the mantle, which is 
made in all lengths, and called by all sorts of 
names—“‘ Manteau,” ‘‘ Capeline,” ‘‘ Camail,” 
“Collet,” etc. The largesleeves settled the jac- 
ket, for it was never possible to get them intoit, 
however well it might be made, without crush- 
ing them all to pieces. There was one advant- 
age about the jacket, it covered a multitude of 
sins. If you wanted to go out in a hurry, you 
only had to see that your skirt was all right. 
Now, skirt and body have to be perfection. 
The mantle, however, is charmingly conveni 
ent. You only have to throw it on your 
shoulders, and there you are; and then, if you 
have any pretensions at all to good looks, the 
Medici or Henry II. collar, whichever it may be, 
enhances them immensely, especially since 
that ruffled piece of velvet, or silk, or satin, 
backed up with a stout horse-hair lining cov- 
ered with silk, has been added across the 
shoulders, 


There is no doubt that lace trimminyg on a 
hat or bonnet softens the expression and is 
very becoming to most women, but I cannot 
say I admire the limp lace frills—or curtains, 
is they are called—which hang over so many 
smart hats just now. The fan bows are exceed- 
ingly pretty, light and effective, and are very 
generally adopted. A pretty butterfly bonnet 
I saw the other day had wings of cream lace 
and finely pleated green velvet antene. Bon- 
nets, generally speaking, are gay and giddy, 
gold embroidery and colored jeweled orna- 
ments being introduced into pretty nearly 


everything. 


+ 

Cotton dresses are very pretty on pretty girls, 
I don't know that I care for them on women, 
For cheap and dainty frocks there are some 
taking novelties in cotton crepes and shot 
zephyrs. The crepes wash capitally and look 
charming. Foulard will be fashionable again 
for summer wear. A pretty gown was 
of lilac foulard with ombre stripes. The 
bodice was gathered at the neck and waist, 
and set off by a Marie Antoinette fichu in soft 
white muslin, frilled with lace. The sleeves 
were quaint, puffed, and very full, and were 
gathered just below the shoulder. The waist 
of this was sashed with heliotrope ribbon. A 
sweet frock! Another dress in white muslin, 
equally attractive, had white satin ribbon tied 
round the waist, and a most becoming sort of 
zouave (made to put on separately) of muslin, 
frilled with lace all round and tied loosely in 
front. Asmart calling gown was of gray cordu- 
roy crepon with a long coat bodice very full in 
the skirt, and full sleeves of silk with deep tight 
cuffs of cloth. This dress was trimmed with 
alternate rows of silk and jet. Rouleaux of 
silk or satin are the latest form of skirt trim- 
ming. Gray seems to be very tashionable—it 
generally is at this time of year. A dress fora 
guest at a wedding was of gray-faced cloth 
with a black satin waistcoat trimmed with 
frills of the cloth on either side, edged with a 
narrow satin ruche, The sleeves were of satin 


also, 
7 


Quite transparent as regards foundation 
are some of the leading chapeauax—airy noth- 
ings of lace and flowers, erected on a very evi- 
dent wire framework, and affording no protec- 
tion against sun, wind, or rain. However, a 
woman's head is supposed to be protected by 
her own hair, like a Blue Coat’s boy, and she 
must be badly equipped if she cannot carry a 
parasol or an en-tout-cas. Then that open 
trellis allows free ventilation round her top- 
knot, and prevents her going bald as soon as 
& man does, under his heavy, suffocating hat. 
Were it not for the oddness of the thing, one 
might walk forth without bonnets altogether, 
and manage with frizzly curls and twists of 
hair ; but one seems to wanta ribbon bow some- 
where, and a veil is simply indispensable, if 
one’s complexion is a little past its best. The 
bonnet therefore remains the crown, the top- 
stone, of the built-up costume. 

« 


A very high, bare forehead was once sup- 
posed to betoken intellect, and any attempt to 
train hair over it used to be scouted, Even 
dolls’ wigs had to be disposed in accordance 
with this idea, and were glued well above the 
bulging wax brow, so noble in its proportion 
with the tiny nose and rosebud mouth beneath. 
What a mighty difference the fringe made, 
when it came, It has been thick and thin, 
curled, waved, and straight, a perfect thatch 
and a few stray tendrils, all by turns, and 














































suited to each face if the possessor but knew 
the right fringe to apply. With too much 
brush, it has given its votaries a common, 
cheap-tripping air, yet when tempered and 
trained discreetly, it has set off the feminine 
countenance to advantage as nothing else ever 
did or is likely to do. Perchance—as someone 
once said of somebody’s acting—it may be 
equaled, but it can never be surpassed. Lony 
last the fringe, then, in one type orother. The 
brushed back style puts in a competition now 
and then, and is supposed to impart a rather 
noble air to the face; and when the hair is 
accommodating enough to grow just in the 
right way across the forehead, its owner may 
as well show that she is not as many others 
are, with their irregular patches and bare tem- 
ples. Still, the worry to her is when she has 
purchased a hat which has been made for a 
fringe and sets ‘“‘awkward-like” over a brow 
unadorned. La Mopg, 
ining 


Individualities. 





Mary Anderson Navarro’s favorite relaxation 
is chess-playing, and she resorts to it when she 
is weary with her present task of preparing her 
reminiscences for publication. She lives at 
Tunbridge Wells, England. 

It is interesting to learn from London that at 
a recent sale a copy of the first edition of Tess 
of the D'Urbervilles, Hardy's magnificent mas- 
terpiece, brought twenty-five dollars at auction, 
the highest price attained to by any novel of 
the century in so short a time. 

W. D. Howells’ son John has just been ad- 
mitted to the Ecole des Beaux Arts, at Paris, on 
his first examination, and with no special con- 
ditions or restrictions. Of the many American 
candidates at this year’s examination, Mr. 
Howells was the only one to pass. 

The Emperor William lately sent for an 
American authorette, Poultney Bigelow, and 
instructed him to write ts the North German 
Gazette denying as emphatically as may be 
that he was moved to write his flattering book 
concerning the Emperor by the Emperor him 
self, 

Washington Irving was one of the warmest 
admirers in her youth of Mrs. Philip Hamil- 
ton, who died recently. She was the widow of 
the youngest son of Alexander Hamilton, and 
was one of the few American women who had 
had Thomas Moore play her accompaniments 
while she sang his songs, 

Mre. Burgess, the wife of a member of the 
Newfoundland Assembly, has performed a 
feat which her friends think entitles her to 
fame, second only to that of Mrs. Peary. She 
recently accompanied her husband to the scene 
of his legislative duties at St. John’s, walking 
two hundred and thirty miles over snow and 
ice on snowshoes, 

Vasili Verestchagin, the Russian painter, 
has been arrested in Russia for preaching in 
public against war. He has hitherto enjoyed 
the favor of the Czar in a marked degree, 
While in New York he wished to have part of 
the ceiling removed from an art gallery to ac- 
commodate one of his pictures, and displayed 
other eccentricities that did not win him popu- 
larity. 

Mrs. Lucy Hall Fake of Chicago, who was 
for a while secretary to George H. Pullman, is 

chiefly responsible for the admirable library 
of Pullman, Illinois. She made an exhaustive 
study of public libraries, and then designed 
and equipped the Pullman building which now 
holds the library of her selection. No library 
in the State surpasses it in perfection of de- 
tail, Mrs. Fake is a successful newspaper 


woman. 

Ten millions of dollars’ worth cf diamonds 
are reckoned among the possessions of the Sul- 
tan of Johore, who is contemplating a visit to 
the Columbian Exposition. He is the only in- 
dependent Malay king, and in spite of the fact 
that he holds autocratic sway over a native 
population of 200,000, he is described as a 
genial and accomplished man of taste and re- 
finement. He has traveled much, and has 
been decorated by Queen Victoria. 

The railroad from Jaffa to Jerusalem is now 
in smooth running order, and the traveler in 
the Holy Land can make the journey from the 
ancient town of Jaffa to the Holy City in com 
parative comfort. Hitherto the journey, al 
though only a matter of thirty miles in length, 
has been one of the most difficult in the civil- 
ized world, and very recent volumes of Baede- 
ker and Bradshaw have been careful to advise 
tourists not to undertake the route unless 
favored by a naturally robust constitution and 
the best possible equipment. 

Cosima Wagner, the widow of the composer, 





is credited with being exceedingly keen and 
crafty in turning the products of her husband's 
genius to profitable account, Although quite 
ignorant and awkward as an artistic director, 
she has an eye to business that delights her 
Teutonic country people. She has lately de- 
cided that there should be no performance this 
year at Bayreuth. This she did because she 
saw that the receipts would show considerable 
falling off, owing to the few Americans who 
would be traveling in Europe because of the 
World’s Fair attraction in this country. So 
the peculiar opera house at Bayreuth will re 
main closed until the summer of 1894, when, 
in addition to Parsifal and Tristan and Isolde, 
Lohengrin will be presented for the first time 


at Bayreuth. 

Mrs. Potter Palmer’s sleeping room isa strik- 
ing combination of black and gold. The ceiling 
is made up of small, square panels of ebony 
and gold, and heavy double draperies of yellow 
lace are at the windows. The music-room is 
finished in curled maple, polished to the 
smoothness of satin and inlaid here and there 
with burnished copper. The maple floor is 
pointed with bronze-like walnut, and tints of 
blue and gold appear in the ceiling. All the 
decorations of this room are taken from de- 
signs in the Alhambra. The gorgeous dining- 
room gathers its beauties from ecenesin the 
south of France among the vineyards, while 
the drawing-room, with its white tiled floor, 
strewed with rose-buds, brocaded walls of pink 
and green and olive-green velvet panels em- 
broidered in roses, isa veritable Paris flower 
garden, 

Miss Amelie Rives (Mrs. Rives Chanler), the 
American novelist, has gone back to her old 
Virginian home in order to write a volume of 





S. W. Cor. Yonge and Queen 


BUILDING 
SALE 


RN things are moving off 


with a greater rush than 
parasols. Cabled a large renewal 
order to-day, so you may judge. 
Must have them even though 
we're on the eve of tearing down 


the premises. 
Parasole, shot silks, fancy frills and plain goods, hand- 
some handles, all marked at Building Sale reduc- 
tions. You never bought parasols eo cheap before. 


WANT A NEW BONNET ? 


The old one cannot be made to 
do service any longer. There's a finish and stgle about 
the millinery cf this house that commends it to the best 
shoppers. Everything figured on a Building Sale basis. 

New spring mantles, great variety of stylish capes, 

starting at $1 75. 

Boye’ clothing : tweed suit, two pieces, $1. 40. 

All-wool carpets 65c., best made for 85>. 

English linoleum 303. equare yard. 

Best five-frame Brussels carpe te $1. 

Big cut in lace curtains. 

French wove curtains 600., were 850. 

New openings in ladies blouses. 

Ladies’ lace trimmed chemises 15c. 

Ladies’ print wrappers $1. 

Handeome tea gowns $2. 

Those who know say the Domestic paper patterns are 
the beet Sole agents. 


R. SIMPSON 


8. W. cor. Yonge and Queen Entrance Yonge Street. 
Streets, Toronto. Entrance Queen Street. 


Store Nos. 174, 176, 178 Yonge Street, and 1 and 8 Queen 
Street West. 


Miss Paynter 


Ie now prepared to offer her friends and patrons the 


LATEST NOVELTIES 





Artistic and Fashion Millinery 


At her Millinery and Dressmaking Parlors 


3 KING STREET EAST 


(Over Ellis’ Jewelry) 


MISS PATON 


Is now prepared to offer her friends and patrons artistic, 
fashionable Parisian Dinner and Evening Dresses at her 
Fashionable Dressmaking Parlors at 
R. WALKER & SONS, 
33 to 43 King Street East. 





UNEQUALLED FOB 
ALL PURPOSES 








She Knows a Thing or Two 


Who employs LEssSIVE PHENIX to help to 
do the housework. It is the washing Powder 
in general use throughout France, not cnly 
for washing clothes but for cleaning and 
brightening everything in the house. Pots, 
Pans, Tinware, Glassware, Silverware, Wood 
enware, in fact everything it touches it 
cleanses and brightens, and yet there is no 
alkali or acid in its composition. /wst fry it 
for next week's washing. You will be de 
lighted with it when you note the white, 
fleecy, wholesome appearance of your Wool 
ens after they come through the Lessive 
Phenix wash, and you need not be afraid of 
injuring the finest fabric. Full directions on 
the wrapper. Ask your grocer for sample 
package. 


LD 
studies of Southern life. The authoress of 
The Quick or the Dead, Virginia of Virginia, 
Barbara Dering, etc., is still on the right side 
of thirty, and published her first story in 
Harper's Magazine at the age of eighteen, 
Descended from an old French Louisiana 
family, Mrs. Chanler’s mother was a god 
daughter of Louis Philippe’s Queen, Marie 
Amelie. This young girl was brought up on 
the French system, seeing but little of her 
father's neighbors, and leading a simple, un 
conventional life in the beautiful Virginian 
manor house which she has described in more 
than one of her stories. On her marriage to 
Mr, Chanler, one of the ‘‘four hundred” of 
New York society, she came to Europe and 
spent a winter in Paris. 
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goods, 


MODERATI 


Hes’ TAILORING 


Have received some fresh importations, consist 


ing of Costume and Jacket cloths, in very smart 


A visit to the Salon will be convincing. 


77 Kine Street West. 


PRICES, 
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TELEPHONE 128090 


122 KING STREET 


AAA Oy hh hho 


llisses E.& H.Johnston 


MODES 


OPPOSITE ROSSIN HOUSE 
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WEST, TORONTO 
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“TNEQUALLED * 


IS THE VERDIOT 


or 
All Those Who Have Used the 


STANDARD 
DRESS BONES 


The steel is extra quality, non-corrosive, 
metal tipped, securely stitched and fastened 
in a covering of superior sateen. Can be 
relied on not to stain, cut through at the 
ends, or become detached. 


Ask for Them 
They are the Best 


SOLD BY 


All the Leading Retail Dry Goods Merchants 
Throughout the Dominion 


SD L/D A Y 74 





MiSs MILLS, Dressmaking Parlors, 
Dominion Bank Buildings, 
Corner College Street and Spadina Avenue, Toronto. 


Miss HOLLAND 


112 YONGE STREET, 
(2 Doura South of Adelaide Street.) 
On and after MONDAY, MARCH 20, 
I will be prepared to show a 
Choice and Well Selected Stock 
of MILLINERY, 


ladies are cordially invited. 





to which all 


ARTISTIC : DRESSMAKING 
MRS. J. P. KELLOGG, 636 Church St. 


Ladies’ Evening Gowns and Empire Effects 
a Fpecialty 
High class costuming after French and American 
measurements. 


Mrs. THORNHILL 
RARLY SPRING BONNETS 


The Newest Turbans and Walking 
Hats, Evening Bonnets, Veils, Laces 
and Nets. 


374} Yonge Street 
TORONTO 
ASK YOUR GReCcER FOR THE 


“MONSOON” TEAS 


Indian and Ceylens 
The most delicious Teas on the market. 


STEEL, HAYTER & CO. 














ABOUT SHOES 


We make our shoes in pretty and becoming shapes, as 
well as easy and comfortable. It ie a great mistake to 
think that an easy shoe must be ugly. 
Comfort and ugliness have been di 
vorced in our shoes, 


THE 


J. D. KING CO., Ltd. 
79 King St. East 






REMOVAL «= = 
ELDRIDGE STANTON 
Has removed b # Photographic Stadio to 


11 King Street West 


J. TRANCLE ARMAND & CO. 


Coiffeurs des Dames et Parfumeaurs 
441 Yonge Street, cor. Carlton. Telephone 2498 


A I’ honneur de re- 
commander ses salons 
des = Coifures, avx 
Dames; qi ont U habi 
tude hygienique et bien 
elevee (et a ceux qui ne 
I’ ont pase), pour se fair 
soigner leur cheveux 

ar la coupure, bru- 
ure, champooing et 
coiffare. La Coiffure 
d@’ une dame et!’ eseen- 
tiel, elle donne la dou- 
ceure et de I’ expression 
a la physionomie. La 
tenue des chevevx 
d’ une dame, et le 
| wiroir de son ame 
(comme dit le Poete). 


La clientele est assure 
d@’ avance d’ une atten- 
tion la plus prompte 
et leur cheveux soigne 
et coiffe artistique et 
superieurement que 









dans n’ Smporte qu-lle maison. 
Speciaiiie de Pestiches de tout Genre 

Che veux fra: ¢sis de premiere chofx. 

Des Faux-fronts les plus leger et artistique, se recom- 
mande aux Dames qui ont du trouble a fair tenir leur 
cheveux en frisure. Grand choix des nattes sans monture, 
les cheveux sont tous la mame longeure. 

Toupees, et Per:uques pour Dames et homme fait eur- 
mesure. 

Parfumerie frangcaise des maisons Lubin, Gelle frere, 
etc. Articles de Toilettes de tout genre. 

441 Yonge Street 441, Tor: nto, Ont., Canada 
Telephone 2498 





PEMBER’S HAIR STORE 
127 Yonge Sireet. 


Ladies desirin 
their hair Trimmed? 
Singed, Shampood, 
Dressed, wil! receive 
perfect satisfaction 
and Latest Styles at 
Pember’s, 127 Yonge 
Street, 

Bleaching and 
Dyinga specialty. 

A full line of (marr 
oops) Banger, Waves, 
Wigs and Switches, 
made only from finest 


tle. sa — \ lst quality out hair. 
Kf A large assortment 
/ of Hair Orraments in 

Latett Designs. 


WwW. T. PEMBER 


Telephone 2275 127 Wonge St. 


HAIR GOODS 


LADIES AND GENTLEMEN REQUIRING 
WIGS, TOUPEES, BANGS 
WAVES, SWITCHES, &c. 
Should inspect our stock. The very latest styles in stock 
or made to order. 
Ladies’ Hair Dressing Parlors always open. Only firet- 


clase artiste employed 
Hair ornaments of all kinds. Prices low. 


DORENWEND’S 


1038 & 105 Yonge Street, Toronto 


{892 MODEL 


REMINGTON 
» TYPEWRITER 
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Machines Rented. Operators Supplied 


Telephone 120 


GEO. BENGOUGH 
10-12 Adelaide Street East, Toronto. 


Dry Kindling Wood 


HARVIE & CO, 20 Sheppard Street 


Telephone 1570 or send Post Card. 


THE MERCHANTS’ RESTAURANT 


6 and 8 Jordan Street 
This well-known restaurant, having been recently en- 
larged and refitted, offers great inducements to the publio, 
The Dining-room is commodious and the Bill of Fare care- 
and choice, while the WINES and LIQUORS 


fully arrap 
are of the Quality, and the ALES cannot be su ; 
Telephon: 1090. HENRY MORGAN, Proprietor. 
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TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 








Social and Personal. 


A sad event, which occurred last Saturday, | Queen City. 


was the death of Mrs, George Suckling. The 


many warm friends of Mrs, Suckling, who 


knew her formerly as Miss Torrington, as wel 


l 


as those whom she had made during her mar- 
ried life, unite in sympathy and regret with 
her esteemed husband and her father and 


mother. 


hope the poor ladies who need such a nest for 
their declining years will soon find it in our 


* 

In spite of the terrible storm on Thursday 
evening of last week the Polar Club dance was 
a great success. This fact speaks volumes for 
the popularity of the club. About four hun- 
dred and fifty guests were present and much 
enjoyed the play and farte presented by the 
clever amateurs, two of whom, Miss Ethel 


| 





Mrs. John Wright, who has beep visiting | Palin end Miss Vivian, had only two days’ 
Mrs. Bray in Chatham, returned home last 


week. 


Dr. and Mrs. Bray were visiting in To- 


ronto during this week, en route for King ston. 
« 


Archbishop Walsh has bought the old Blan- 
tyre property at Victoria park for the site for a doing her part exceedingly well; Miss Cecy 


Catholic industrial school. 


Mr. J. J. Foy was elected a member of the 


Canadian Institute last week. 


* 


Miss Jessie Alexander has been reciting in and white lace; 


Guelph for the Literary Society of the Ontario 


Agricultural College. 


Mr. Fred Wyld has returned from England. 


Miss Kate C. Strong has gone to New York 
to take a course of lessons in vocalization 
under one of the leading professors of that 
city. Miss Strong has a sweet and powerful 
mezzo soprano, and will doubtless fulfill the 


good wishes ot her many friends, 
* 


Lieutenant-Governor Kirkpatrick has had 
conferred on him by Queen’s University the | day, May 11, in aid of a worthy charity. 
7 


honorary degree of D.C.L. 


Mrs. James Grover, Miss Grover and Miss 
Minnie Grover cf St. James avenue have re- 
turned to Toronto after a delightful sojourn of 


some months in Montreal. 


+ 


Mr. Harry Field’s piano recital for the bene- 


fit of the Infants’ Home will be held in Associa- 

* tion Hall next Monday evening. Mrs. Cald- 
well, Mrs. Cameron, and Messrs, Arlidge and 
Hewlett will assist. 


Major General and Mrs. Herbert are ex- 
pected to attend the Race Meet ball, which is 
to be given by the Royal Grenadiers on May 
25 in the Pavilion. 


Miss McCallum of Toronto obtained over 
seventy-five per cent. in every subject but one 
in the recent exams. at the Woman’s Medical 
College, and an average of eighty-one per 
cent. throughout—an exceptionally good show- 
ing, entitling her to second place in first-class 
honors. 


Mr. W. B. Hill of the Empire staff was pre- | 


sented with a handsome silver tea set, marble 
clock and meerschaum pip2 by his confreres 
on Tuesday morning. 


declared to symbolize home comfort, good 


hours, and a ready solace under the additional | ®* 
| distant date. 
| 


cares of his new estate. 


One of the water colors on exhibition at the 
Art Gallery is a view of Hampton Court, by 


George Nattress, a connection of Dr. William 


| have issued cards foran At Home at Murray's 


Nattress of Carlton street. Dr. Nattress was 


lately the recipient of a lovely English scene, 


painted by the same clever artist. 


. 
An impromptu birthday party and presenta 
tion was given on Tuesday evening to ex- 
Mayor E. F. Clarke at the Richardson House, 
by a number of his gentleman friends, 
* 


The opening reception of the Ontario Society 
of Artistson Monday evening was a distinct 


social success, a great number of our best | 


people being en attendance. The music sup- 
plied during the evening by Professor Faeder’s 
orchestra was a much appreciated treat, 


work of ourown artists lent peculiar interest to 


the occasion and the efforts of the chairman and | 


hosts in general left nothing to be desired. The 
Lieut. Governor and Mrs. Kirkpatrick arrived 
early, and remained until after ten o'clock. 
A number of guests were presented to the 


representatives of Royalty as they promenaded | ~~~ E t Indi 
Mrs. Kirkpatrick, who | ship Empress of India for some months, 


through the gallery. 
charmed all by her sweet and gracious bearing, 
wore an evening gown of black and pale pink. 
Among those present were: Mrs. and the 
Misses Arthurs, Mrs, Alexander Cameron, 
Commander, Mrs, and Miss Law, Canon and 
Mrs. DuMoulin, Mr. and the Misses Nairn, 
Hon. G,. W. and Mrs, Allan, Mrs, and Miss Mu 
lock, Mr. and Mrs. Alex. Fraser, Mr. and Mrs. 
J. G. Scott, Dr. and Mrs, McIntyre, Mr., Mrs. 
and Miss Mortimer Clark, Miss Irene Gurney, 
Chevalier, Mrs. and Miss Thompson, Mr., Mrs. 
and Miss Drayton, Judge Armour, Mr., Mrs, 
and Miss Catto, Mrs. Forster, Mr. and Miss 
Ellis, Mr. and Miss Reid, the Misses Wilkes, 
Mr. and Mrs. O'Brien, Mr. and Mrs. H. Piper, 
Miss Howson, Mr., Mrs, and Miss Bugg, and 
hosts of others, The reception closed about 
eleven o'clock, and though the large number 
present interfered with a satisfactory view of 
the pictures, enough was se3n to tempt many 
of the guests to repeat the inspection during 
the next few days, 


Sir William Lang and a party of British | Kirby, Fudger, Ainslie, Lawrence, G. A. Fud- 
ger, Daniel McCau!, Blake, Breathwaite, Ew- 


journalists are expected in the city on Thurs- 
day next. They are now in Chicago, I am told 
they will be entertained by the Executive of 
the City Council. 


. | 
Mr. S. G. Beatty, who has been goose shoot. | 
ing on the Scugog game preserve, has enjoyed 
very good sport. Messrs. Osler, Kilgour and 
Dr. Riggs were likewise fortunate. 
* 


Colonel Sweny has been goose shooting at 

Lake Erie preserve. 
° 

I am glad to notice a move to establish a 
home for poor ladies in Toronto. Ladies of 
refinement and very scant means often suffer | 
privations and pain to which the more robust 
poor are strangers. One of the prettiest and 
most interesting nooks in Dublin is a delight 
fally quaint and spice and span row of brick 
cottages near Palmerston park, which shelter | 
a dozen or more of what are strangely dubbed 
‘‘decayed gentlewomen.” The dainty neatness 


of the tiny rocms speaks of the innate refine- | as chairman. 


ment of these partially helpless ladies, and | 


| MeMillan, Howland, Leslie, Boultbee, Launt, 
Kelso, Rodinson, McLennan, Evy, Campbell, 
| Faller and Holmstead. 


Mr. Hill contemplates | 
matrimony, and the presentation was quaintly | 


The | 
opportunity for criticism of a local exhibit of the | 


| 
j 
| 
| 
| 


| 


notice to prepare their parts. There were some 
very pretty gowns and faces in the bright 
assembly. Miss Leslie Preston looked extremely 
pretty ia white silk, and was presented with a 
bouquet on the stage during the play, besides 


Harrison looked lovely in pink; Miss Strick- 
land looked very pretty in yellow silk; Miss 
Pattie Hall looked sweet in white crepon and 
pink carnations; Miss Hope wore blue silk 
Miss Macdonell wore pink 
silk, and Miss Milligan was in white silk. The 
Ideal Male Quartette sang most acceptably. 


Mr. Horace Harvey, a young Toronto barris- 
ter, leaves for Calgary shortly to practice in 
that vity. 


* 


Miss Foad of 63 Wood street has returned 
from a visit of five months in Denver, Colorado. 
A pretty and enjoyable event will be the But- 
terfly fete and concert to be held in the Wil- 
liam Gooderham Hall, McGill street, on Thurs- 


Cards are out for a reception and dance to be 
given by the French Conversation Club, in the 
Art Gallery, on Friday evening of next week. 
A large number of acceptances guarantee that 
the event will be a gratifying social success. 
The reception committee is composed of the 
married lady members, and an energetic corps 
of gentlemen and ladies connected with the 
club have spared no pains to ensure a pleasant 


evening to their guests, 
7 


Mrs. Charles Lindsey has returned to But- 
tonwood on the Humber after spending a 
month with her brother, Judge James Mac- 


kenzie, of Lima, Ohio. 
. 


Miss Mabel Mackenzie, daughter of Judge 
James Mackenzie, will spend the summer with 
her aunt, Mrs. Charles Lindsey, at Button- 
wood on the Humber. 


| Mr. @ H. Stanley Clarke and wife sail this 


week for Europe by the Cunard liner Etruria. 


Miss Broughall sails this week from New 
York by the steamship Etruria. 
: * 


Mr. Albert Bradley, manager of the eastern 
branch of the Bank of Commerce, is now re- 
gaining health and strength atter his long ill- 
ness, and hopes to resume his duties at no 


Mr. H. Boyd of Calgary is visiting at 46 Lake- 
view avenue. 


Mr, H. and Miss Jenner of Northcote avenue 


Hall on May 2, to meet the members of the 
Ixion Yacht Club. The Ixions are very popu- 


| lar in the west end, and the charming im- 
promptu dances last season at Sunnyside are 


still fresh in the minds of many a fair dam<el 
in the city. Mr. Jenner is Commodore of the 


| Club, and upwards of two hundred accept- 


ances have been received. 
* 

Mrs. Keating of 17 Grange road gave a tea 
this afternoon. Among the guests were: Mrs. 
McCullough, the Misses Hugel, Mrs. Ellis, 
Misses Cayley, Misses Strickland, and Miss 


Laura Wise. 
* 


Miss Chassie Strickland has returned from 
Dr. Walker's hospital after suffering for five 
weeks wiih acute neuralgia, and is now look- 
ing very well. 


* 


Dr. Charles Temple, jr.,is in town. He has 





last Saturday evening. 


Sheila MacDougal, Minnie 


been on the medical staff of the C. P. R. steam- 


* 

The Winona Sosial Circle held their last At 
Home of the season on Friday of last week at 
the residence of Mrs. Gorrie, Dake street, and 
had a most delightful evening. The rooms 
are large and afforded ample room for the 
dancing, which was kept up until the small 
hours of the morning. Among the guests I 
noticed : Mrs. Hill, who wore a pretty dress of 
black and gold ; Mrs. Fudger was in cream and 
gold ; Miss Fudger, a pretty little fairy in pale 
blue; Miss Gorrie, cream velvet; Miss L. 
Gorrie, cream and pink; Miss Smith, in corn 
color; Miss May Smith, a lovely brunette, in | 
dove color; Miss Kirby, in apple green and 
cream ; Miss Haughton, cream ; Mi-s Auder, 
gray and heliotrope ; Miss Malins, silver gray ; 
Miss N. Malins, gray and garnet; Miss H. | : 
Malins, a lovely dress of old pink ; Miss Reed, 


cream ; Miss Belfry, black and gold; Miss/ this week for Washington, D.C. 
. 


Hussy, apple-green; Miss Armstrong, corn | 
color; Mre. McBride, black silk ; Mrs. Gorrie, 
black silk ; and Mrs, Auder, black silk ; Messrs, | | 


ing, Gorrie, Canniff, Peacock and others. 
* 


Miss Rossie Boultbee gave a delightful dance i 
The hostess looked 
well in cream serge. Many pretty maidens 
were present, among whom were: Misses 
Morrison, Bessie 


a pleasant little impromptu evening for her 
guest Miss Thorne last week. Among thcse 
present were: 
Detroit, Miss P. McLean, Miss K. Harrison, 
Miss Maud Barwick, Miss T. Mason, Mias E. 
McKindsey, 
Persse, Russell, H. Adams, Hu'‘cheson, Gor 
don, Brown, Taorne, Watson, and Spence, 
* 


relatives in the city. 


on Tuesday, at which a large number of ladies 
were present. 


H. W. Steward, H. F. Strickland, Claude Nor- 
rie, and Max R. McCord. The proceeds of the 
entertainment are to aid some city charity. 


A beautifully designed souvenir programme 
in heliotrope satin has been presented to 
friends of the Knights of the Maccabees by 
that body. The programme contains the vari- 
ous features of the late successful entertain- 
ment given at the Academy of Music. On 
Saturday, May 6, the Knights will repeat this 
entertainment, in the Grand Opera House, at a 
matinee and evening performance. Special 
statuary will bs introduced. The affair is 
under the patronage of His Honor the Lieut.- 
Governor, the leaders of the Local House and 


several prominent citizens, 
* 


Very well pleased and fashionable audiences 
have greeted Miss Julia Marlowe and her com 
pany during the week. On Wednesday Mrs. 
Kirkpatrick and a party of friends occupied 
the Government House box. 

* 

A very pleasant evening was spent in Wes- 
ley church school-room on Tuesday, April 25, 
the occasion being the closing of the Mission 
Band for the year. Selections from the orches- 
tra, solos, duets and readings were enjoyed, 
and the entertainment closed with a presenta- 
tion of an address and handsome marble time- 
piece to Mrs. J. L. Armson of 38 Shannon 
street, the president, whois leaving the city 


for Woodstock. . 


Colonel Tisdale, M.P., of Simcoe, was in town 
this week. 


a 
Mr. Houghton Lennox of Barrie was in the 


city recently. ie 


A party from the city attended the military 
ball at Newmarket last week. 


* 
Miss M. Souter of S+. Joseph street has re- 
turned from S~. Catharines, where she spent 
several weeks, the guest of Mrs. Armitage, at 


the rectory. 
* 


Mayor McKellar of Fort William was in town 


this week. 2 


Mrs, H. H. Morris of Barrie has been visiting 
relatives in the city. 


A series of very cosy and delightful afternoon 
teas have been given recently in the East End. 
Mrs. Robert Baker, Mrs. Steiner, and several 
other hostess¢s certainly understand the knack 
of making their guests happy on such occa- 


sions. 
* 


Mrs. Gerald Donaldson, who is now asso- 
ciated with Miss Laura McGillivray in recital- 
musical entertainments, sang beautifully last 
Sunday at Chalmer’s church anniversary ser- 


vices, 
- 


Old School Days Recalled was the titie of a 
very pleasing as well as ingenious entertain- 
ment rendered by the Sunday school staff of 
St. Matthias church, with assistance from a 
few friends, in St. Andrew's Hall, on April 18. 
It was a character representation of an old- 
fashioned village school, as it might have been 
in the days when the St. Matthias teachers 
were as young as their pupils are now. The 
characters were taken by Messrs. J. DeGruchy 
(superintendent), F. J. Perrin, D. Dunlop, O. 
Bullock, Ed. Carrie, V. Morgan, G. Bullock, 
G. Morgan, and C. Carter; also Misses F. 
Webb, L. Morgan, F. Morgan, H. Carter, A, 
Sewell, A. Atkinson, F, Alderson, I. Culver- 
well. The leading parts were taken by: Mr. 
DeGruchy as the Schoolmarm, Miss Knowall, 
Mr. Fred. Perrin as Johnny Jones, and David 
Dunlop as Corn Clodhopper. If one may par- 
ticularize, where all did their parts so well, 
the audience were never tired of Mr. Perrin’s 
evident talent for the comic stage. His by-play 
kept them in incessant merriment. The cos- 
tumes were well chosen and the performers 
looked exactly like magnified school children. 
Taose pupiis who were present must have felt 
rather dazed at the way the tables were 
turned pro tem/ Assisting in the musical 
part of the proceedings were Misses E, Matt 
hews and L. Holland, as well as Messrs. H. 
Rich, W. Leaker, Sparks, Jackson and Draper. 
Toe excellent orchestra was furnished by 
Messre. Birch, Cornish, Robson and Halin. 

Miss Jennie Lugel is visiting friends in 
Montreal. 


Mrs. Edgar Thorne of Callender street gave 
Mrs, Wagner, Miss McLean of 


Miss Hutcheson, and Messrs, 


Miss Pope of Quebec is visiting friends in the 
rity. 
o 


Mr. M. Sweetnam, chief P. O. Inspector, left 


Miss Douglas of Bloor street gave a pleasant 
ittle evening on Thursday of last week. 


Miss Lett of Collingwood has b2en visiting 
Mis3 Chisholm of Brampton spent a few days 
n the city recently. 


Mrs. P. Goff gave a charming afternoon tea 




































































Mrs. J. Ross Robartson ; president, Mrs, Lou- 
don; vice-presidents, Mrs, Maurice Hutton, 
Mrs, Ramsay Wright and Mrs. I. H, Cameron; 
treasurer, Mrs. Dickson; assistant treasurer, 
Miss Weir; assistant secretaries, Miss Jeffrey 
and Miss Hamilton; councillors, Mrs. Alex- 
ander, Mrs,.McCurdy, Mrs. Torrington, Mrs. 
Wrong, Mrs. Galbraith, Mrs, Ellis, Mrs, Fraser, 
Mrs. Fairclougb, Mrs. A. Hoskin, Mrs. Bain, 
Mrs. VanderSmissen, Mrs, Squair, Mrs. Macal- 
lum, Mre. Hume, Mrs. Mavor, Mrs. Keys, Mrs. 
.Maclean, Mrs. Vere Brown, Miss Caven, Miss 


Balmer, Miss Ryckman, Miss Salter, Miss | 


Skinner, Miss Roberteon and Miss Withrow. 
* 


The Woman’s Auxiliary to missions of the 
diocese of Toronto held their seventh annual 
meeting on Wednesday, Thursday and Friday 
of last week. About five hundred delegates 
were present, and most interesting and suc- 
cessful meetings were held. Holy Trinity and 
St. James’s schoolhouses were prettily deco- 
rated for this occasion with flags and plants. 
During the day the delegates assembled at 
Holy Trinity, and in the evenings at St. James’s 
schoolhouse. Ven. Archdeacon Morrison of 
Ogdensburg gave a most eloquent sermon at 
the opening service. Mrs. Cartwright read an 
address of welcome to the visiting delegates on 
Wednesday, and Mrs. Murphy of Painswick 
replied on behalf of the visitors, A very in- 
teresting paper was read by Miss Mabel Cart- 
wright on The Church in East Africa. Miss 
Cox,aC. M.S. missionary from Japan, gave 
two addresses, which were listened to attent- 
ively by all present. Mrs. S. G. Wood read a 
paper on Why Every Christian Must Work for 
the Spread of Christ’s Kingdom ; and most in- 
teresting addresses were given by the diocesian 
officers, Mrs. Williamson (president), Mrs. 
Willoughby Cummings (secretary), Mrs. Grind- 
lay (treasurer), and Miss Paterson (Dorcas 
secretary-treasurer), An At Home was given for 
the delegates and their friends on the second 
evening in the Church of the Redeemer school- 
house, which was beautifully decorated for 
this event, and the musical part of the pro- 
gramme was excellent. Mrs. Bernard of Col- 
lingwood and Mrs. Frank Gibbs of Port Ar- 
thur read papers of a very interesting char- 
acter. The Lord Bishop of Toronto presided at 
the closing meeting at St. James's, which was 
a gathering of all the city junior branches of 
the Woman's Auxiliary. Rev. R. Renison 
spoke, and also Miss Cox of Japanand Mrs. 
Forsyth Grant, all of whom gave a great deal 
of missionary information. 

* 


The marriage of Lieutenant Arthur G. 
Peuchen of the Queen’s Own, and Miss Marge 
Thomson of 427 Jarvis street, was quietly 
solemnized at the home of the bride on Wed- 
nesday. The ceremony was private, owing to 
the illness of Mr. John Peuchen, brother of 
the groom, and was performed by the Rev. R. 
J. Beattie of Guelph. The Misses Jessie and 
Nannie Thomson acted as bridesmaids, and 
Lieutenant Edward McNaughton of Cobourg 
and Lieutenant Alexander Crooks, Q O.R., 
completed the wedding group. A large num- 
ber of very handsome gifts were made 
to both bride and groom by their numerous 
friends. Among the gifts were a case of silver 
ware from Mr. John Peuchen, a piano lamp 
from Mr. George Thomson, asilver service from 
S. C. Peuchen, a gold watch from Mrs, Thom- 
son, and a silver card case from the officers and 
nurses of the English hospital in which Miss 
Thomson received training as a nurse. A 
Doulton china set was the gift of Dr. J. E. Elli- 
ott. The groom’s gift was a diamond pendant. 
Mr. and Mrs. Peuchen took the afternoon 


train for the Western States. 
* 


Another Wednesday wedding was celebrated 
in St. Basil’s church, the groom being Mr. 
Vincent McBrady and the bride Miss Camille 
Small, daughter of Mr, Peter Small. Rev. 
Father McBrady, brother of the groom, perform- 
ed the ceremony. The bride wore a handsome 
costume de voyage and looked extremely well. 
Miss Alma Small was bridesmaid and Mr, Dris- 
coll of Rochester was best man. After the cere- 
mony the guests were received by the bride's 
parents at the paternal residence, 70 St. Mary 
street, where an elegant dejeuner was served 
under McConkey’s management. Mr. and 
Mrs. McBrady left on the noon train for a visit 
to Buffalo and eastern American cities, 

* 


Mre, Henry Thompson gave a charming fare- 
welltea for Miss Bertha Grantham on Wed- 
nesday afternoon at her home on Madison 
avenue. Miss Grantham is to be married next 
Tuesday, at St. Simon's church, to Mr. W. 
Thompson. 

* 

Mrs, Sullivan and the Misses Sullivan of 97 
Bloor street west leave for the Sault next 
week, The B'shop of Algoma is not expected 
until next July. Heis deriving much benefit 
from his sojourn in Italy and France. 

Ono Tuesday night Mr, Peuchen was waited 
upon by the old employees of the A. G. Peuchen 
Company and of the present Canada Paint 
Company, and was presented with a handsome 
arm-chair, 


PARIS KID GLOVE STORE 


Novelties in 4 Button undressed Kid with 


large Pearl Buttons, heavy welts and stitch- 


ings to match any costume. 


Chamois Gloves in 4 Button and mosque- 
taire with colored stitchings. 


R.&6. CORSETS  P.&D. 
MILLINERY AND DRESSMAKING 


Our Stock of goods and dress trimmings is 
now complete. Special lines in Hop sack- 
ing in all the different shadings, which is the 
latest novelty in New York. 


WM STITT & CO. 


11 and 13 King Street East. 








White China 


We sell the finest quality at 20% less than it oan be 
bought elsewhere. Also, 


=- Gold = 


flux and urfiux cheaper than any other house. 


PANTECHNETHECA 


116 Yonge St., cor. Adelaide 


|“ THE WORLD'S FAIR” 
TAN LACE BOOTS AND OXFORD TIES. 


** The very latest.” Just the thing for tourists. Call and 
see them. 


L. A. STACKHOUSE 


‘“* AMERICAN SHOE STORE,” 
124 King #t. West (opposite the Rossin House). 


Wedding 
... Gifts 


Cabinets 
Sterling Silverware 
Cutlery, Carvers 
Dessert and Fish Sets 
Onyx Goods 
Entree Dishes 




















Novelties Just Received 
in Toilet Goods 


The J. E. ELLIS CO. 


LIMITED 
TORONTO 








GARDEN TOOLS 


Wheelbarrows, 


Rollers, Rakes 


LADIES’ GARDENING SETS 


RICE LEWIS & SON 


(IMe 


Thompson, Zeta Kemp, Amy Douglas, Olive 
Seanlon, and others; also Messrs. Wilson, 


Miss Rossie Boultbce 
made a splendid hostess and her dance was a 


thoroughly enjoyable one, 
° } 


Mr. N. Hockin and family of Port Hope have 
come tc Toronto to reside, and have taken up 
house at 110 Bedford road, 


The Victoria Dramatic Club gave a musical 
and dramatic entertainment in St. George’s 
Hall one evening this week. Jud ze Morsonacted 


| sermon, and the loyal Eaglishmen were mach 


A very smart lot of soldier boys from Ottawa, 
the Governor General's Foot Guards, will visit 
Toronto on the Queen’s Birthday. They will 
be entertained by the Qaeen’s Own Regiment. 


King and Victoria Streets 





S*. George’a Society turned out en masse to 
attend service at St. James’ Cathedral last Sun. 
day. Rev. D:. Mockridge preached the annual 


edified therewith. Red roses bloomed in every 
button-hole, and one large-minded man united 
the colors of York and Lancaster in a posy ot 
crimson and white. 





The entertainment was followed 
by a dance and the caste of the performance | 





there is nota ,rettier sight than to see them 
training their luxuriant rose trees and dusting 
the least spcck from the windows and furni- 
ture with a delicate and scrupulous care, 


I' Messrs. A, C, 


contained the following well known talent: 
Miss Jardine-Thomson, Mra, W. D. Birchall, | 


Misses Francis, Labatt, Prestonand Linton, and 
Fairweather, Lincoln Carlisle, 


dence in conrection with Toronto University : 


Caul, Mere. Sheraton, Mrs. B. E. Walker and 


The following prominent ladies are interested 
in the completion of the lady students’ resi- 


Honorary directresses, Mrs. G. W. Ross, Mea, 
Edward Blake, Mr+. W. R Meredith, Mra. Mc- 
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Out of Town. 


Belleville. 


On Friday evening of last week a very pretty 
operetta, Rip Van Winkle, was produced by 
local amateurs under the direction of Mr. 
Nevin Doyle and Miss May Price. Where all 
rendered their respective parts so admirably, 
itis a difficult matter to decide who was the 
best, but I think special mention should be 
made of the singing of Misses Kathleen Bell 
and Lena Vandervoort. The pretty theater 
was thronged with the elite of the city, and all 
were delighted with the evening's amusement. 
Among those present were: Col. and Mrs. 
Lazier, Mr. and Mrs, J. P. C. Phillips, Mr. and 
Mrs. Biggar, Mr. and Mrs. Ritchie, Mr., Mrs, 
and the Misses Corby, the Misses Kelso, Ma- 
dame and Mile, Yourgis, and Dr. and Mrs, 
Clinton. i 

On Thursday evening of last week theater- 
goers were again tendered a treat by Manager 
P wer, in the production of Master and Man. A 
vary smallaudience greeted this really good com - 
pany, but it seems as if the weather god always 
has a grudge against us when there is anything 
good on, for on Thursday night it poured rain ; 
in fact, it came down in torrents so bad 
that even our country cousins, who are accus- 
tomed to flounder in mud and water, were 
obliged to hire cabs for the occasion. It will 
be a blessing for our citizens when the electric 
railway is built, for then we can go out, 
however disagreeable the weather, without 
endangering our health by being thoroughly 
drenched. 

Dr. Oronhyatekha and his wife gave a grand 
ballon Wednesday evening, prior to their de- 
parture for England. The ball was given at 
their country residence, The Pines, which for 
beauty and furnishing cannot be surpassed in 
Canada. 

Mrs. and Miss Culberson of Deseronto were 
the guests during the week of Mr. C. E. Lyons, 
who accompanied them home on Monday last. 

Miss Nellie O'Connor and Miss Florence 
Meyers attended the Bachelors’ ball in Cobourg. 
Miss O'Connor wore a pretty princess gown 
of eau-de nil silk trimmed with roses, while 
Miss Meyers was daintily gowned in white 
bengaline. 

Dr. McCaulay of Frankford was in the city 
last week. 

Mr. T. D. Lafferty of Chicago, who spent 
several days in town during the past week, re- 
turned to Stirling on Saturday afternoon. 

Mr. C. D. McCaulay and Mrs, T. Drummey 
returned from Stirling on Wednesday. 

Social festivities have been few and far be- 
tween since Baster, but rumor has it that one 
of our fairest hostesses will soon issue invita- 
tions to a grand ball. 

Mr. and Mrs. Barton of Toronto, nee Miss 
May Biggar, are in town, the guests of Mr, 
W. H. Biggar, M.P.P. 

Mr. and Mrs. John Bell and Mr. and Mrs, 
E. W. Rathbun have left for England to wit- 
ness the marriage of Mr. Rathbun’s eldest son 
to one of England's fairest girls. BETSEY. 


St. Catharines. 


The eighth social of the Fortnightly Club was 
given by Miss Annie Nay on Thursday evening, 
April 20, The young hostess was assisted in 
receiving her numerous guests by Mrs. Hepton 
and Miss McLaren. Among those present 
were: The Misses Larkin, Miss E. Bate, Miss C. 
Holmes, Miss H. Merritt, the Misses Mack, 
Miss A. Benson, Miss E. McCallum, the Misses 
Fenton, Miss M. King, Miss Davis, Miss M. 
Coy, Miss Maguire, Miss M. Dawson, Miss 
Souter, Miss McIntosh, Miss Shaw, Miss Monro, 
Miss Boles of Ingersoll, Miss Macgregor, Miss 
Girouard, Messrs. Ramage, Fred Coy, Bate, 
Collier, Boyle, Chatterton, Watson, Jemmitt, 
Carter, Dawson, Read, Campbell, King, E. Shaw, 
P. Ball of Niagara F. Elliott of Fort Erie, 
White, Helliwell, Stuart, Frank Coy, McClean, 
Sangster, Symmes and others. 

Many interested friends will be pleased to 
hear that the energetic young ladies of the 
Fortnightly Club cleared one hundred and 
forty dollars at their entertainment on Thurs- 
day evening, April13. By special request the 
entertainment was repeated at Port Dal- 
housie on Tuesday evening, April 25, which 
was also in aid of the Tennis Club of this 
city, particulars about the new management 
of which I will give later. 

Mrs. J. P. Merritt was At Home to a few of 
her numerous friends on Friday afternoon, 
April 21. Mrs. Merritt was assisted by Miss 
Carrie Mack, Miss Aunie Benson, and her two 
charming daughters. 

Mrs. John McKeown was At Home from five 
to seven to a large number of her friends on 
Tuesday, April 18. Mra. Harry Carlisle, Miss 
Davis, and Miss Margaret Dawson received 
with the hostess in the large drawing-room, 
which was prettily decorated with colored 
lights and flowers. The dainty refreshnients 
were under the supervision of Mrs. H. G. 
Hunt, Miss Magdalene King, Miss Marjorie 
Larkin, Miss Benson, and Miss T. Dawson. 
Among those present were: Mesdames B’xby, 
Hodge, Ryker’, Liurie, McClive, Clenth, Mer- 
ritt, Coy, Gooiman, Hesson, Cox, Lurkin, 
Dougan, and the Misses Carlisle, Holmes, Yale, 
E:eles, Merritt, Nay, Larkin, Monro, Shaw, 
King, Roblin, Murray, and Benson. = CnHart. 


St Mary’s. 


Our town boasts of possessing the most 
handsome municips! buildings of any town in 
the province. Any person fortunate enough 
to have seen and been in chem on the evening 
of Friday, April 14, would have had no hesita 
tion in endorsing and confirming this bast. 
The occasion was a ball given by Mr. John 
Walsh, an eligible and generous bachelor of 
the stone town. ‘he evening was one long to 
be remembered by the socially inclined people 
of St. Mary's as the most brilliant event of the 
kind held here for many aday. The buildings 
seem to have been designed with a view to the 
accommodation of such events as that of 
Friday, as well as the ordinary functions of a 
town hall, for nearly every room in the build- 
ing was available and converted to an appro 
priate use, The dancing was carried on in the 
main hall, which is so complete in its original 
bsauty as to need but little assistance from 
decoration. The only decoration which was 
attempted, and which was just enough to 
add a cosy air to the room, was & row of 
beautifvi plants arranged along the front 
of the stage and a large, magnificent plc- 











ture of Her Majesty, also on the stage, 
supported on an easel. Among the guests 
were many from Stratford, London, Mitchell, 
and other places, The ladies and their pretty 
gowns your correspondent feels quite unable 
to describe in terms that would dothem jus- 
tice ; suffice it to say that there were so many 
who might lay claim to the title of belle that 
it was difficult to find two people of the same 
opinion as to who carried the palm. The floor 
was good and the music as supplied by five 
pieces from the London harpers was perfect. 
What more could one ask for in a successful 
ball except the supper? The supper was the 
crowning effort. It was spread in the council 
chamber, a very pretty room on _ the 
ground floor, and the tables  decor- 
ated with pretty flowers and tempting 
eatables looked, surrounded by the gay assem- 
blage, the picture of beauty. One could not 
help contrasting the gay scene with the more 
glowing sight presented by the town fathers 
who usually assemble there to wrangle over 
corporation business, Nothing more serious 
than the momentary extinction of the electric 
lights occurred to mar the complete success of 
the ball or the pleasure of the guests. The 
brief moments of darkness only enhanced the 
fun. Mr. Walsh has every reason to congratu- 
late himself and to receive the congratulations 
of all the guests upon the pronounced success 
which attended his efforts to entertain his 
friends. The following isa list of those present: 
From Stratford—The Misses Harding, Mrs. 
McPherson, Mrs. Irwin, Miss O'Loune, Miss 
McFadden; Messrs. McPherson, Caven, Hard- 
ing, McFadden. J. F. Palmer, Porter, Kemp, 
Orr, Kilvert, Pennyfather and Joseph Walsh; 
from Mitchell—Messrs. Waterbury, Wilson, 
Hodge, Awty; from Seaforth—Miss Killoran ; 
from London—The Misses Gleason, Miss 
Jeffries, Miss Lynch and Miss Pope; 
from Toronto—Miss S. Burns and Mr. F. 
Burns; from Forest—Miss Hutton; from 
St. Mary’s—Mesdames Clark, Leslie, Rum- 
sey, Carman, McIntyre, Mathieson, Mos- 
crip, Montizambert, Smith, Sharp, Dickson, 
Long, and Gillies; Misses Sharp, Harstone, 
Hutton, Clark, Clayton, Ingersoll, McKay, 
Sanderson, White, Sparling, Beattie, La 
Fiamme, Guest, Howard, Gilpin, Cavanagh, 
Jamieson, A. Thompson, Crittenden, Colvin ; 
Messrs, Rumsey, Leslie, Montizambert, Clark, 
Carman, Mathieson, Moscrip, Sharp, Long, 
Gillies, Maxwell, Harstone, Riddell, McGor- 
map, Sanderson, Walker, Wilson, Gilleland, 
Findlay, Counsel], Box, McKenz'e, Haynes, 
Thompson, A. Dusty, J. Dormer, and Lombard. 
A very pretty wedding took place at the 
residence of Dr. Rupert on Wednesday, April 
26, when Fred S. Sharp, eldest son of Mr, and 
Mrs. H, F. Sharp, was united in marriage to 
May Leland, youngest daughter of Dr. and 
Mrs. Rupert. The residence throughout was 
most beautifully decorated, the dining- 
room being decorated entirely with white 
roses and carnations, The ceremony was 
performed at ten a.m. by Rev. J. Scott, M.A. 
The bride wore a gown of gray broadcloth and 
a very dainty chapeau of gray and steel, and 
carried a bouquet of white carnations. The 
bridesmaid, Miss Agnes Thompson, was 
prettily dressed in cream cloth with large 
cream hat to match. She carried a bouquet of 
pink roses and wore an enamel and pear! lace 
pin, the gift of the groom. Mr. R. Cecil Man- 
ning of Windsor assisted the groom. After 
the ceremony the guests adjourned to the 
dining-room, where the wedding breakfast was 
served. The many elegant and costly presents 
proved the popularity of both bride and groom. 
Mr. and Mrs. Sharp left on the 12.40 p.m, train 
for Buffalo, New York and other American 
cities. Kos. 








































Lindsay. 

Mrs Coulter gave a charming euchre party 
to a number of her friends on Easter Monday 
evening, which I am sure was enjoyed by 
everyone. I for one spenta most delightful 
evening. 

Mrze. and Miss Sylvester gave a dance at their 
residence on April 7, which was a great suc- 
cess, and the fair damsels ‘‘ tipped the light 
fantastic toe” till an early hour next morning. 

Mr. J. H. Hudspath, who for the last two 
years has been stationed here in the Bank of 
Montreal, has been ordered to Brartford, I 
believe Mr, Stevenson of the Belleville office is 
to take his place here. 

Mr. Faulkner of the Dominion Bank, who 
has been moved to Toronto, has been relieved 
by Mr. Sloane, who enters the bank here as 
junior. 

Mr. Hodgson, the hypnotist, has been here for 
the past week and seems tu have his subjects 
well under control. 

Dr. Jebb, the well known optician, has also 
been in town, and from the number of people 
wearing specs he must have convinced them 


that it is the fashion. ; 
Mies Keenan gave a quiet little party on 


Saturday evening to a very small number, 
which was eojoyed by everyone. 

A very nice concert was given at the Collegiate 
Institute on Friday evering. 

Miss Barron has gone to Toronto, where she 
will spena the summer with friends. 

The Hon. Mr. Howland of Prince Edward 
Island was in town last week. 

House rent at the Point this year is away 
up, and if reports are true someone will make 
a fortune. INO. 





Kingston. 

An Evening with Longfellow was the sub- 
ject of an address in the hall of the Catholic 
Order of Foresters on Friday night, April 14, by 
Dr. O'Hagan of Hamilton. The. lecturer 
showed a thorough acquaintance with his sub- 
ject, and as a literary criticism the lecture was 
one of the best everheardin thiscity. His rendi- 
tion of parts of Evangeline, The Village Black- 
smith and Excelsior was very highly appreci- 
ated, the last mentioned recitation being a 
really fine effort, reminding one of Belford, the 
English elocutionist, 

On Thursday night The Holy City, a sacred 
cantata, was presented in Sydenham street 
Methodist church under the leadership of Mr. 
Medley. The chorus throughout was well sus- 
tained, the attack and finish were in first-class 
style and the light and shade showed skilful 
training. The unaccompanied choruses, For 
God so Loved the World and The Fining Pot 
is for Silver, were equally fine, but particu- 
larly so was the double chorus, Great and 


Marvelous, 
















The trio by Misses McCartney, Dupont and 
Meek was finished in shading and enunciation, 
and The Choral Sanctus, a quartette, by Misses 
Taylor, Meek, Dupont and McCartney, was 
also faultless in shading and accent. Miss Mc- 
Cartney showed her fine voice to great advant- 
age, both in the solo and duet, and exceeded 
even the expectations of her admirers. Miss 
Meek as a soloist has already established her 
reputation. As baritone, Mr. Galloway fully 
sustained his part and gave a full reading and 
interpretation of the author’s meaning. The 
tenor, Mr. J. M. Sherlock, jr., deserves the 
highest praise as a soloist, and it is surprising 
that he is not oftener heard from outside of 
Kingston. The accompaniments were rich and 
grand, Mr. Telgmann of the Conservatory tak- 
ing those of the violin and viola, a fact which 
needs no further comment. The conductor, 
Mr. Medley, is to be congratulated on the com- 
plete success of his first production of the kind 
in Kingston, 


Wiarton, 

On Thursday, April 20, Miss Lillian Johns 
gave a charming dance to a few of her young 
friends, which was thoroughly enjoyed by 
everyone present, 

Oo Friday, April 21, Mrs. J. Alderson, of 
Alderside, entertained a large number of her 
friends, progressive flips and dancing being the 
features of the event. 

Mrs, W. Sadlier is visiting her mother at St. 
Cloud, Man. Top, 





Strathroy. 

On Wednesday of last week upwards of eighty 
guests, representing the youth and beauty of 
Strathroy, assembled at Pinehurst to enjoy an 
evening’s programme of dancing. The affair 
was under the management of a dozen of our 
most popular young men, who certainly deserve 
great credit for the exceedingly pleasant man- 
ner in which everything passed off. The rooms | 
of the spacious building had been handsomely 
decorated and, when filled with the young 
ladies of Strathroy, than whom more handsome 
maidens are not found, presented an appear- 
ance of unrivaled loveliness. Indeed, many of 
those who graced the ball with their presence 
remarked that they never imagined our young 
women were the possessors of such matchless 
beauty. About 11.30 p.m. supper was partaken 
of, after which the dancing was continued for 
several hours, which will remain long in the 
memory of many of the participants. A more 
happy company it would have been hard to dis- 
cover. The costumes of a number of the ladies 
pass description. The patronesses were : Mes. 
dames Dampier, Cameron, Hughes and 
Evans. Following is a complete list of those 
who were present: Misses W. Sutherland, Ila 
Robertson, Gertie Robertson, Kate Dunlop, 
Tena Brown, Minnie Brown, May McBeth, 
Gertie McBeth, Etta Pettitt, Flo Wright, Edie 
Wright, Alice Mitchell, Lola Bradshaw, Jessie 
Gordon, G. Malory, A. Smith, C. Thompson, 
A. Powell, Maud Bishop, Nellie Bishop, Maud 
Lindsay, H. Shaw, C. Shaw, M,. Lucas, L. 
Lucas, V. Cameron, L. Cameron, L. Faweett, 
M. Harvey, J. Pearce, M. Oneil, A, Healy, Ila 
Brock, M. Brock ; Messrs. G. Ashwell, E. Mc- 
Intyre,G. Bowers, J. McDougall, W. Brock, 
W. “Mitchell, P. Large, D. Patterson, N. Pat- 
terson, E. Graham, C. Gordon, R. Nicholson, 
A. Bradshaw, W. Meekison, F. Newton, E, 
Stevens, J. Drynan, G. McBeth, Von Hay, F. 
Wright, G. Smith, T. Morgan, B. Murray, J. 
McIntosh, A. Thompson, A. Wright, A. Curry, 
F. Orr, A. Brock, A. E. Noble, A. D. Parker, 
F. Fraser, C. Wilson, M. Brown, L. H. 
Dampier, F. Hughes, F. Evans, and J. Gunn. 
There were guests from London, Ailsa Craig, 
Watford and Napier. 


Barrie 
Mr. C. G. K. Nourse of the Bank of Com- 
merce left last week for the Winnipeg branch, 
to which he has been appointed. He was given 
the usual farewell, in the shape of a supper. 









Are the fashion this season, and the latest 
styles are being shown by us in 


SILKS 


Shot and Plaid Surahs, Crystallines, Glaces, Benga- 
lines, Printed Foulard and Rongeaut Shot Silks and 
lrish Poplins. 


Silk Velvets, Shot Corduroys and Plain Velveteens, 














Luxors. 


Mr. R. M. Buckland of Hamilton has taken his 
place. 

Mrs. Cotter gave a progressive euchre party 
of six tables on April 11, at which a pleasant 
time was spent. 

Mrs. C. Hewson ent»rtained a few friends on 
Wednesday of last week in honor of Mrs. 
Campbell of Boulderfell, who leaves Barrie 
shortly to reside in Toronto. 

Dr. Charles Bird returned on Saturday of 
last week from Toronto, where he has recently 
achieved the great honor of winning the gold 
medal in Trinity Medical College. 

Mrs, H. H. Morris and Mrs, C. J. Holmes 
went to Toronto last week to attend the an- 
nual meeting of the Women’s Auxiliary to 
Missions, being the delegates from the Barrie 
branch. 

The Barrie papers speak in very compli- 
mentary terms of the singing of Miss Florence 


Gorrie at the recent production of Handel’s 
Samson there, by the Choral Society. The 
Examiner gives a somewhat elaborate criti- 
cism, and has this to say of Miss Brimson: ‘‘The 
principal soprano, Miss Brimson, has a power- 
ful, round and musical voice of good range. 
Her portrayal of Dalila, Samson’s traitorous 
wife, was good as with plaintive notes she 
came pleading, My Faith and Truth, O, Sam- 
son, Prove.” Then, supported by the chorus of 
virgins, she beseeches, But Hear Ye the Voice 
of Love; and lastly joins Samson in the grand 
dramatic duet, Traitor to Love, I'll Sue no 
More, Let the Bright Seraphim is the one 
air noted above all others in Samson, and 
while in this Miss Brimson’s power of art was 
most fully displayed, we think a closer fidel- 
ity to the rhythm would have been an improve- 


ment.” Of Miss Leadley, the same paper 
says she “sang the plaintive solos of 
Micah with much feeling.” With refer- 


ence to Mr. Gorrie, the Examiner says: 
“The title role of Samson was successfully 
taken by Mr. Gorrie, who was well received. 
Thus When the Sun was exceedingly well 
sung, but it wasin the air Total Eclipse that 
Mr. Gorrie was at his best. While singing 
this his whole nature seemed absorbed in that 
of Samson, and deathlike silence reigned 
throughout the hall.” 





The Tattooed Man. 





He bore many and curious tattoo marks. He | 
looked inoffensive, and an inquisitive man 
ventured to enquire why he was marked so 


strangely. Another: ‘Do all the natives of 
your country tattoo like that?” A third: 
“Did it hurt much?” Number Four: ‘“ Will it 
wash off?” 

At last he straightened up and said quietly: 

‘*Those marks excite many curious persons, 
but in the West the people are most inquisi- 
_— Out there they carry their signs with 
them.” 

“Signs? What kind of signs?” 

“Why, fiat noses,” 

“Flat noses? How is that?” 

‘*Well, you see they have no business of 
their own and they flatten their noses sticking 
them into other people's business.” 

Then everybody talked of something else.— 
Washington Post. 


Black Siik, Grenadines, Satin Mervs, Bengalines and 


Letter Orders for Goods or Samples Receive Prompt Attention 


JOHN CATTO & SON 


King Street, opposite the Post Office 





Finest Stock 
Finest Light 
Finest Showroom 


Give us the Finest Trade 
in Toronto. We are hav- 
ing great success with our 
new lines in WALLPAPER 
and are daily opening out 
new things. Our line of 
30-inch Papers is magnifi- 
cent, 


Brimson, Miss Gertrude Leadley and Mr, A, M. | WALLPAPERS 


STAINED GLASS 
ROOM MOULDINGS 
WOOD FLOORS 


ELLIOTT & SON 


92 to 96 Bay Street 


CHINA HALL 


(ESTABLISHED 1864) 


49 King St. East, Toronto 





Decoratin g 
China 


We have now in stock the 
finest collection of White China 
at prices that cannot fail to 
please. Examine our goods. 
New shapes all through. 


SPECIAL TERMS TO TEACHERS. 
Write for prices. 


GLOVER HARRISON ESTATE 


IMPORTERS 
Telephone 466 


ee 
A Brave Man. 
i. Herow-—-If I were you, I’d tell him he was a 
iar. 
Zerow—Guess I will. 
telephone handy? 


Have—er—is there a 





————— 


As Usual, 
Tommy—I looked through the key-hole when 
sis was in the parlor with her beau last night. 
Father—What did you find out, my son? 
Tommy—The lamp, sir. 
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Carpets, Rugs 
Lace Curtains 
Decorative Stutifs 


Among the Decorative stuffs we 


many exquisite reproductions of Antique 


Damasks, Embroideries and Draperies for Drawing-rooms, 


Libraries, Dining-rooms, Halls, 


other Cotton Goods for Bedrooms, 


plain and figured, for Wall Hangings. 


special designs. 


Cloths and others. 


Curtains and Furniture Coverings where an artistic effect is 


re quired at a low cost. 
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Plain stuffs in choice colors—Velvets, Plushes, 
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CHAPTER XVII. | fatal river and the fatal boat, grimness and 
‘“) HAVE YOU STILL, THE SUN beauty—the actual and the allegorical curiously 
AGAIN.” mixed in those pictures in marble that line 
The new year was just a week old, and Isola | the cold white colonnades where the footsteps 
and Allegra were standing on a terraced hill- | of holiday-makers echo with asepulchral sound 
side in a country where January has noontides | under the vaulted roof. Here Isola was in- 
as brilliant and balmy as an English June. | tensely interested, and insisted on going up the 
They had traveled up that almost perpendicu- | marble steps, flight after flight, and to the 
lar hill, in a roomy landau drawn by a pair of | very summit of the steep hill beyond, with its 
horses, and now near the summit of the hil), wide-reaching prospect of mountain, and fort, 
on the last ot those many terraces that zig-zag and city, and sea. 
up the face of the cliff, they had alighted from “Think how hard it must be to lie here and 
the carriage and were standing side by side | see nothing of all that loveliness,” she said, her 
upon the broad, white road, at an angle where | eyes widening with wonder as they gazed 
the cliff dipped suddenly, clothed with the ) across the varied perspective of valeand moun- 
wild growth of stunted olive and bushy pine, | tain, out to the dim, faint blue of the sea, 
down and down to the abyss where the blue sea | “‘ How hard, how hard! Do they feel it and 
looked like a sapphire at the bottom of a pit. | know it, Allegra? Can this I which feels so 
They stood and gazed, and gazed again, almost | keenly, which only sleeps in order to enter a 
bewildered by the infinite beauty and infinite new world of dreams—busier and more crowded 
variety of that dazzling prospect. Below!and more eventful than the real world—can 
them, in the shelter of the land-locked bay, | this consciousness go out all at once like the 
Ospedaletti’s pavilioned casino shone whitely | flame of a candle—and nothing, nothing, noth- 
out of a garden of palms and cacti, with ter | ing be left?” 
race and balustrade vanishing down to the sea. “They are not here,” said Allegra, with 
To the west the steep promontory of Bor- | gentle seriousness. ‘‘It is only the husk that 
dighera jutted far out into the blue, and over | lies here—the flower seed has been carried off 
the rugged line of the hill Mentone’s long | in God’s great wind of death—and the flower 
white line lay in a gentle curve almost level | is blossoming somewhere else.” 
«with the sea—a strip of vivid white between **One allegory is as good as another,” said 
the blue of the water and the gloom of that | Isola. ‘‘ We can but console ourselves with 
great barren mountain wall that marks the | symbols. I don’t like this crowded city of the 
beginning of modern Italy. And beyond again | dead, Allegra. For God’s sake don’t let Martin 
showed the twin towers of Monaco; and | have me buried here,if I should die at San 
further still, in the dim blue distance, the | Remo,” 
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broken line of the Esterelles, dividing the 
fairyland of the Riviera from the workaday 
prose of shipbuilding Toulon and commercial 
Marseilles. On this side of those pine-clad 
mountains there were only pleasure and fancy, 
wealth, fashion, the languid invalid and the 
feverish gambler ; on the other side toilers and 
speculators, the bourse and the factory, the 
world of stern realities. 

To the east, deep down within the hills, lay 
the little port of San Remo, with its rugged 
stone pier, and its shabby old houses, and the 
old, old town climbing up the steep ascent to 
the Sanctuary, its white dome glittering 
against the pale and milky azure of the noon 
tide sky: and further and further away 
stretched the long line of the olive-clothed 
hills, to the point where the seamen’s church 


of Madonna della Guarda stands boldly out | 


between sky and sea, as if it were a half-way 
house on the upward road to heaven. 

‘* How lovely it all is,” cried Allegra; ‘‘ but 
don’t you feel that one careless step upon that 
flowery edge yonder would send us whirling 
down the cliffs, to awful, inevitable death? 
When that man passed us just now with his 
loaded cart I felt sick with fear—the wheels 
seemed to graze the edge of the abyss, as the 
horse crept slowly along, unconscious of dan- 
ger. It isa dreadful drive, Isola, this zig-zag 
road to Colla, slant after slant, backwards and 
forwards, up the face of this prodigious cliff. 


I had to shut my eyes at every turn of the | 


road, when the world below seemed to swim in 
a chaos of light and color—so beautiful—so 
terrible! Do you see the height of those 
cliffs, terrace »bove terrace, hill above hill? 
Why, that coast road at the very bottom is the 
top of ataller «liff than those I used to think 
so appalling at Broadstairs and Ramsgate.” 

“T don’t think it would make much differ- 
ence toaman who fell over the edge whether 
he fell here or on the Isle of Thanet,” said Mar- 
tin Disney, as he stood with his arm drawn 
through his wife’s, sweeping the prospect 
with his landscape glass. 

‘*Ob, but it would, One would be only a 
sudden shock, and a plunge into the sea, or 
swift annihilation on the rocks below ; but 
here, to go whirling down, plucked at here by 
an olive branch, or there by a jagged rock, yet 
always whirling downward, striking and 
rebounding from edge to edge, till one would 


fallashapeless mass on that dazzling white | 


rock yonder, at the foot of this awful 
mountain!” 


** And to think of people living up there, in | 


the clouds, and going to sleep every night 
with the knowledge of this mighty wall and 
that dreadiul abyss in their minds,” concluded 
Allegra, pointing upward to where the little 


white town of Colla straggled along the edge | 


of the bill. 

They were going upto see the pictures and 
books in the little museum by the church. It 
was their first excursion, since Martin Disney 


had been anxious that his wife should be | 


thoroughly rested after bar long journey, be- 
fore she was called upon to make the slightest 
exertion. She was looking better and stronger 


already, they were both agreed; and she was | 


looking happier, a fact which gave her husband 
infinite satisfaction. They had come by the 
St. Gothard tunnel, taking their ease as they 
came along the familiar route, the way they 
had traveled on their road to Venice and 
the East. They had rested a night at 
Dover and a night at Basle, and had 
stopped at Lucerne for a day, and again 
a couple of days at Milan, and again at Genoa, 
exploring the palaces and the Campo Santo in 
a leisurely way, Allegra exalted out of herself 
almost by the delight of those wonderful col 
lections in the grand old mansions of the 
Via Balbi—the Veroneses, the Titians, the 
Guidos—Isola languidly admiring, languidly 
wondering at everything, but only deeply 
moved when they came to the strange city of 
the dead, the scenic representation of sickness, 
calamity, grief and dissolution, in every 
variety of facc or of emblem. Sculptured 
scenes of domestic sorrow, dying fathers, 
kneeling children, weeping widows—whole 
families convulsed in the throes of that last 
inevitable parting; the death of youth and 
beauty ; the fallen rose wreath, the funeral 
urn, the lowered torch, and the ball dress ; 
hyacinth and butterfly, Psyche and Apollo, the 


‘** Dearest, why will you harbor such ghastly 
thoughts?” 

‘*Oh, it was only a passing fancy. I thought 
it just possible that if 1 were to die while we 
are in Italy, Martin might think to honor me 
by having me laid in this splendid cemetery. 
He seemed so struck by the grandeur and 
beauty of the monuments, just now, when we 
were in those colonnades down yonder.” 

Colonel Disney had lingered to look at Maz- 
zini’s monument. Hecame upto them now, 
and hurried them back to the gate, where their 
carriage was waiting. And so ended their last 

| afternoon in Genoa, and the most vivid picture 
of the city and its surroundings that Isola 
| carried away with her was the picture of those 
| marble tombs upon the hill, and those tall and 
| gloomy cypresses which are the trees of death. 
| Yes, she was better, gayer and more active— 
more like the girl-wife whom Martin Disney 
| had carried home to Cornwall, prouder than 
| Tristan when he sailed away with Iseult. 
The Italian sunshine had revived-his fading 
| flower, Martin told himself, ready to love all 
things in a land that had brought the smiles 
back to his wife's pale lips, and a new and deli- 
| cate bloom to her wan cheeks. Yes, she was 
| happier than she had been of iate in Cornwall ; 
| there could be no doubt as to that. 
They stayed at a hotel for more than a week, 
| while they deliberated upon the choice of a 
villa. They found one at last, which seemed 
| to realize their ideas of perfection. It was not 
a grand or stately dwelling. No marble bell 
| tower or architectural loggia attracted the eye 
of the passing pedestrian. It was roomy, and 
| bright, and clean, and airy, built rather in the 
| Swiss than the Italian style, and it stood upon 
| the slope of the hill on the west side of the 
town, with nothing but olive woods between 
its terraced garden and the road that skirts 
| the sea. It was areminiscence of the Alps, 
built by a retired merchant of Zurich ; and its 
| owner had called it Lauter Brunnen. The 
house was at most two years old; but life’s 
vicissitudes had left it empty for a year and a 
half, and the rent asked of Colonel Disney was 
much less than he had been prepared to pay. 

The installation was full of delight for Isola 
and her sister-in-law. The house afforded in- 
numerable surprises, unexpected closets, and 

| nooks and corners of all kinds. There were 
lovely views from every window—east, west, 
| north, or south—and there was a garden full of 
| roses, a garden made upon so steep a slope that 
it was a sucvession of terraces, with but little 
intervening level ground, and below the lowest 
| terrace the valley stretched down to the sea, a 
tangle of gnarled old olive trees, wan and gray, 
and silvery, with a ruined gateway just seen 
among the foliage at the bottom of the hill. 

To the north-west, straggling along the edge 

of the wooded hills, appeared the white houses 
| and churches—cupola and pinnacle and dome— 
| of Colla, so scattered as to seem two towns 
rather-than one, and with picturesque sugges- 
| tions of architectural splendor that were hard- 
ly borne out by the reality, when one climbed 
those rugged mule-paths and crossed the ro- 
mantic gorge above the waterfall, and then up- 
| ward and upward to the narrow alleys and 
crumbling archways, and the spacious old 
| church with its lofty doorway standing high 
above the stony street. 
| Only a few paces from the villa there was a 
| stately house that had gone to ruin ; the roof 
| was off in some places, there were neither floors 
| nor windows lefr, and the walls were open to 
the wind and rain—frescoed walls, upon which 
might be traced figures of saint and martyr, 
| angel and madonna, There was a spacious 
garden, with an avenue of cypresses—a garden 
where the flowers had been growing wild for 
years, and where Isolaand Allegra wandered 
and explored as they pleased. It was higher 
on the hill-side than their own villa, and from 
the eastward edge of this garden they looked 
—across a yawniog gulf in which lay all the 
lower town of San Remo—to the Sanétuary and 
the Leper hospital, conspicuous on the crest of 
the opposite hill, 
| The need for citadel and sanctuary had 
| passed with the fiercer age in which they were 
| built. Neither Saracen nor pirate hordes were 
| likely to assail San Remo nowadays ; but the 
| old white walls made a picturesque note in the 
' landscape, and the very name of sanctuary had 























































a romantic sound. 

The first week in the new house was like a 
week in fairyland. The weather was peerless 
—a climate that makes people forget there is 
such a season as winter in the world—and the 
two girls wandered about in the olive woods 
and climbed the mule paths all through the 
fresh balmy hours; or in the hottest noontides 
sat in the deserted garden or in a sheltered 
corner near an old stone well—one of those 
wells which suggest the meeting of Jsaac and 
Rebecca—and Allegra painted while Isola read 
to her, in the low sweet voice which lent a 
touch of melancholy music to the verse of her 
favorites, Byron, Keats and Shelley. 

In these sequestered spots, where only a 
peasant woman laden with a basket of olives, 
or a Padre, going from Colla to San Remo, 
ever passed within sight of them, they read 
the Eve of St. Agnes and the Pot of Basil—the 
Prisoner of Chillon, Manfred, and all those 
familiar lyrics and favorite passages of Shel- 
ley which Isola held in her heart of hearts. 
The wonder-dream of Alastor—the passionate 
lament of Adonais, could not seem purer or 
more spiritual, sweeter and happier than the 
lite of these young women in those calm 
days through which January slipped into 
February, unawares, like a link in a yolden 
chain—a chain of sunshine and flowers, 

In February came the Carnival ; and pretty 
little rustic San Remo decked itself with bunt- 
ing and greenery, and made believe to hold a 
Battle of Fiowers, which had acertain village 
simplicity as compared with the serried ranks 
of carriages, the fashion and beauty and wealth 
of floral displays along the Promenade des 
Anglais or the Croisette. With the Carnival 
came the Mistral, which generally seems to be 
waiting round the corner ready to leap out 
upon the flower-throwers and blight their bou- 
quets, and blow dust into the eyes of beauty, 
and make the feeble health seekers cower in 
the corners of their rose-decked carriages. 
This Lenten season was no exception to 
other seasons, and the calendar—which had 
been as it were in abeyance since New Year’s 
day—came into force again—and winter claimed 
his rights, The invalids were roughly awakened 
from their dream of Paradise to discover that 
February even in San Remo meant February, 
and could not forever be mistaken for May or 
June. 

Isola felt the change, though she was hardly 
conscious of it on the day of the floral battle, 
when she was sitting in a roomy landau, 
covered with the dark, shining foliage and pale 
yellow fruit from some of those lemon trees in 
the orchard where she and Allegra had spent 
their morning hours. Allegra had planned 
the decorations and had gone down to the 
coach-house to assist in the work, delighted to 
chatter with the coachman in doubtful Italian, 
groping her way in a language in which her 
whole stock in trade consisted of a few quota- 
tions from Dante or Petrarch—and all the wise 
saws of Dr. Riccabocca. 

**IT would have none of that horrid pepper 
tree which pervades the place with its floppy 
foliage and dull red fruit,” she told Isola, des- 
canting on the resultof her exertions. ‘‘I was 
rather taken with the pepper trees at first, but 
I am satiated with their languid grace. They 
are like the weeping ash or the weeping wil- 
low. There is no real grace or beauty in them. 
I would rather have one of those cypresses 
towering upamong the gray-green olives in the 
valley below Colla than all the pepper trees in 
the public gardens, I have used no flowers but 
narcissus ; no color but the pale gold of the 
lemons and the dark green of the leaves; ex- 
cept one bit of audacity which you will see 
presently.” 

This was at noon, after two hours’ work in 
the coach-house. An hour later the carriage 
was at the door. 

Allegra’s audacity was an Algerian curtain, 
a rainbow of vivid color, with which she had 
draped the back of the landau, hiding all the 
ugliness of rusty leather. The carriage, or it 
might have been the two girlish faces in it, cne 
so pale and gentle, the other so brilliant and 
changeful in its lights and shadows, made the 
point of attraction in the little procession. 
Everybody spoke of the two girls in the lemon 
landau, with the nice-looking, middle-aged 
man, Were they his daughters, people wor- 
dered, or his nieces; and at what hotel were 
they staying? It was a disappointment to dis- 
cover that they were living in that villa to the 
west of the town, out of the way of every- 
thing and everybody, and that they were sei- 
dom to be seen in public, except at the new 
church, where they were regular worshipers. 

“That man is Colonel Disney, and the tall, 
striking-looking girlis his wife,” said one per- 
son, better informed than the rest, but making 
a wrong selection all the same. 


CHAPTER XVIII. 
“THOU PARADISE OF EXILES, ITALY.” 

Isola was not quite so well after that drive in 
the February wind and dust. She developed a 
slight cough—very slight and inoffensive ; but 
still it was a cough—and the kind and clever 
physician of San Remo, who came to see her 
once a week or so, told her to be careful. Mr. 
Baynham had written him a long letter about 
bis patient, and the San Remo doctor had taken 
very kindly to Isola and her sister-in-law, and 
the baby son in whom the whole family were 
so intensely interested. The infant had ac- 
cepted the change in his surroundings with su- 
preme complaisance, and crowed and chirruped 
among the lemons and the olives, and basked 
in the Southern sunshine, as his nurse wheeled 
his perambulator to and fro upon the terraced 
road behind the villa—the road which lost itself 
a little way further on amidst a wilderness of 
olives, and dwindled into a narrow track for 
man or beast, 

The flower-battle was over, and the Mistral 
had gone back to the great wind-cavern to lie 
in wait for the next golden opportunity ; and 
the sun was shining once again upon the laby- 
rinthine lanes and alleys, the arches and cupo- 
las, churches, and market-place, and on the 
triple rampart of hills that shuts San Remo 
from the wintry world. The Disneys had been 
in Italy nearly seven weeks, and it seemed as 
natural to Isola to open her eyes upon the 
broad blue waters of the Mediterranean, 
the gorgeous sunrise, and the  lateen 
sails, as on the Fowey river and the 
hills towards Polruan. She had _ taken 
kindly to this Italian exile, The sun and the 
blue sky had exercised a healing influence upon 
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“Thave used Ayer’s 
Hair Vigor for near- 
ly five years, and my 
hair is moist, glossy, 
and in an excellent state of preservation. 
I am forty years old, and have ridden the 
plains for twenty-five years.”—Wm. Henry 
Ott, alias “Mustang Bill,” Newcastle, Wyo. 

“My hair began turning gray and falling out when I was 
about 25 years of age. I have lately been using Ayer's Hair 
Vigor, and it is causing a new growth of hair of the natural color. 
It isa wonderful dressing, and has been of great benefit to my 
wife in removing dandruff, with which she was very much troubled. She considers it in- 
dispensable to her toilet.”—R. J. Lowry, Jones Prairie, Milan Co., Texas. ; 

“This is to certify that for many years I have had an itching of the scalp, and my hair 
had nearly all fallen off. I was induced by Dr. T. J. Gossett to try Ayer’s Hair Vigor. 
By so doing, the itching was entirely cured and the hair grew out on the top of my head, 
where it was bald.”—J. W. Harp, Deputy P. M., Mullinville, Kans. 


Ayer’s Hair Vigor 
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that hidden wound which made her heart feei | wife happened to be looking that way, till the 
one dull, aching pain. She loved this new | child in his nurse’s lap gave a sudden crow of 
world of wood and hill, and most of all she | delight. 
loved the perfect liberty of this distant retreat, “Did he see the pretty white sbip, then?” 
and the consolations of solitude. As for the | said the nurse, holding him up to the sunshine. 
cough, or the pain in her side, or any of those | ‘‘The beautiful white ship.” 
other symptoms about which the doctor talked No one took any notice. The Colonel was 
to her so gravely, she made very light of them. | reading his Times, the chief link between the 
She was happy in her husband's love, happy | exile and civilization. Isola was intent upon 
in his society, strolling with him in the olive | knitting 41 soft white wool vestment for her 
wood, or the deserted garden, or down to the | first-born. 
little toy-shop parade by the sea, where the Two hours later the garden gate gave a little 
band played once a week ; or to the other gar- | click, and Captain Hulbert walked in. Allegra 
den in the town, where the same band per- | heard the click of the latch as she satin the 
formed on enother day, and which was dustier | veranda, and ran out to meet him. She had 
and less airy than the little plantation of palms | been watching and expectant all the time, 
and cacti upon the edge of the sea. She went | though she had held her peace about the vision 
for excursions with him to points of especial | of white sails, lest she should be suspected of 
beauty high up among the hills—to the | hoping for her lover's coming, and, above all, 
chocolate mills, to San Romolo, she riding a | lest she should be compassionated with later in 
donkey, he at the animal’s side, while the | the day if the ship were not the Vendetta. 
guide trudged cheerily in the dust at the Yes, it was he. She turned pale with delight 
edge of the mountain road. In the evening | at the realization of her hope. She had hardly 
she played to him, or sat by his side while he | known till this instant how much she loved 
smoked the pipe of rest, or worked while he | him. She let him take her in his arms and 
read to her. Tney had never been more de- | kiss her, just as if he had been the commonest 
voted to each other, never more like wedded | sailor whose heart was true to Poll. 
lovers than they were now. People who only “* Are you really glad to see me, darling?” he 
knew them by sight talked of them admiringly, | whispered, overcome by the delight of this 
as if their love were an interesting pheno- | fond welcome. 
menon, “Really glad. I feel as if we had been parted 
‘*He must be twenty years older than his | for years. No letter to tell me where you were 
wife,” said Society. ‘“‘ And yet they seem so | or what you were doing. I began to doubt if 
bappy together. It is quite refreshing to see | you ever really cared for me.” 
such a devoted couple nowadays.” “* Heartless infidel, you told me not to write ; 
People always seem ready and rather pleased | and so [ thought the only alternative was to 
tohold theirown age up to contempt and/|come. And I have been coming for the last 
ridicule, as if they themselves did not belong | seven weeks. We had a stiffish time across the 
toit; asifthey were standing upon a narrow | bay, and my auxiliary engine went wrong— 
ledge outside the world, looking on at the| nothing to trust to but canvas; so I had to 


foolish creatures inside. _—OO OO e>-' 

One only anxiety troubled Isola at this time, 
and that was on Allegra’s account rather than 
her own. They had left England nearly two you CAN'T Do 
months, and as yet there had been no sign or 
token ofany kind from Captain Hulbert, not so WITHOUT 

SOAP 
WHY NOT GET 

THE 


Sr, 


much as a packet of new books or new music— 
not so much as a magazine or an illustrated 
paper. 

“He asked if he might write to me, and I 
told him no,” Allegra said to her rather dole- 
fully one morning, as they sat a little way 
from the well, Allegra engaged in painting a 
brown-skinned peasant girl of ten years old, 
whom she had met carrying olives the night 
before, and had forthwith engaged as a model, 
**T said it would never do for us to begin the 
folly of engaged lovers, who write to 
each other about nothing, and sometimes 
twice a day. He has been wonderfully 
obedient ; yet I think he ought to have 
written once or twice in two months. He 
ought to have known that though I told him 
not to write I should be very anxious to hear 
from him,” 

** You mustn’t be surprised at his a 
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you tothe letter, Allegra. There is a kind of 
simplicity about him, although he is very clever. 
He is so thoroughly frank and honest. It is for 
that I honor him.” 

** Yes, he is very good,” sighed Allegra. ‘I 
ought not to have told him I would have no | 
letter-writing. I really meant what I said. I 
wanted to give myself upto art, and you, for | 
one unbroken year—to have no other thought, | 
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no distractions—and I knew that his letters 
would be a distraction—that the mere expecta- 
tion of them—the looking for post time—the 
wondering whether I should have his letter by 
this or that post—I knew all that kind of thing 
would unnerve me—my hand would have lost its 
power. You don’t know what itis when all 
depends upon certainty of touch—the fine 
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ters would have been a daily agitation—and 
yet,and yet I should like so much to know 
what he is doing—if he is stiil at the Mount—if 
he has any idea of coming to San Remo later— 
with his yacht—as he talked of doing.” 

“Ihave no doubt he will come. It will be 
the most natural thing for him to do. You 
will see the white sails some afternoon, glori- 
fied in the sunset, like that boat yonder with 
amethyst-colored sail.” 

Isola was right, except as to the hour of Cap- 
tain Hulbert’s arrival. They were taking a 
picnic a in a little grove of lemon and | use only the best colors if you want the beet resulte. 
orange, wedged into a cleft in the hills, on the 
edge of a deep and narrow gorge, down which WINSOR & NEWTON'S 
a@ mountain torrent rushed to the sea. Sud- OiL AND WATER COLORS 
denly across the narrow strip of blue at theend | 8f¢ the best in the World and hav 
of the vista came the vedan of white sails, a Soon on ae 
schooner with all her canvas spread, dazzling | @®® MAJESTY THE QUEEN and Royal family, 
in the noonday sun, sailing towards San Remo, | ,, @@N’F vee poor colors. These are wit 
Allegra sat gazing at artentee sails, but nd i vous Center wil sot supply them cond direct on ee 
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waste a week at Toulon while my ship was | palaces. You shall learn of Tintoret and 
under repairs. However, here I am, and the | Veronese. You shall paint as much as you 
You shall have no distractions, We 
shall be strangers there, can live as we choose. 
** Not quite so well as she was twoorthree | Summer is the time for Venice, Allegra. 
She improved wonderfully at | Benighted English people have an idea that 
first, but she caught cold one bleak, blowy day, | Italy isa place to winter in, and they go and 
and she has started a little nervous kind of | shiver in marble palaces, and watch the 
torrential rain beating against windows that 

“ Better spirits, Ihope? Not quite so mopy?” | Were never meant to shut out bad weather, 

“Her spirits have revived wonderfully, | The Italians know that their land isa land of 
This lovely land has given hera newlife. But | Summer, and they know how to enjoy sunny 
You don’t know how 
is curiously sensitive—too impressionable for | delicious life ison the Lido when the night is 
happiness. We have a very fine preacher here | only a brief intervalof starshine betwixt sun- 
—Father Rodwell ; you must have heard him.” | set and dawn. You don't know what a dream 

* Yes, I heard of him at Oxford. He was | of delight it is to float along the lagoons and 
before my time by some years ; but he was a/| Watch the lamp-lit city melt into the mists of 
celebrity, and I heard men talk of him. Well, | evening, to the faint sound of music and song. 
what of your preacher? Has he fallenin love | A great many things of beauty have been 
with my Allegra—is he in the same boat as | turned to ugliness, Allegra, since printing and 
the steam engine were invented; but, thank 

‘* Fallen in love! No, he is not that kind of | God! Venice isnot one of them. You will 
man. He is as earnest and enthusiasticas a | thinkof my plan, won't you, love? At the 


Vendetta is safe and sound; and I am your | like, 
most obedient slave. How is Mrs. Disney?” 


weeks ago. 


cough, which makes us anxious about her.” 


there are times when she droops a little. She | days and balmy nights, 


poor Colfox?” 


m2disval monk, We have all been impressed | least, it is a thing to be considered.” 
and moved by his eloquence. He preaches 


fear they have been too agitating for Isola, | [sola and Martin.” 
She insists on hearing him; she hangs upon 


nerves. I have seen the tears streaming down | sistent ; and he meart to have his own way. 
her poor pale cheeks ; I have seen her terribly 


day.” 


some dosy old bird will send her comfortably | torio Emanuelo. 
to sleep.” 


old bird, sir—but she looked so unhappy at the | 40 age. 
mere idea of losing Father Rodwell’s sermons ** You seem to have made yourself uncom 
that I dare not press the matter. He comes to ; monly comfortable here,” he said, after cordial 
see us occasionally, and he is the cheeriest and | greetings, settling down into a Madeira chair 
pleasantest of men, :nothing of the zealot or near Isola’s little olive wood table, with its litter 
ascetic about him, sothat Iam in hopes his | of Tauchnitz novels and fancy work. ‘It is a 
influence will be for good in the longrun. How | Pleasant sensation for a rolling stone who has 
long shall you be able to stop at San Remo ?” hardly ever known what home means to drop 
““Till the lady for whose sake I came shall | intosuch a nest as this. You will have too 
take it into her head to leave the place. Ihave | much of my company, I’m afraid. You'll be 
been thinking, Allegra,” putting his arm | shocked to hear that ! have taken rooms at the 
through hers, and pacing up and down the ter- | Anglais, down there,” pointing down the 
race, with the bright expanse of sea in front of | valley, ‘’ within a stone’s throw of you. 
them, and at their bick the great curtain of ‘* Weare not shocked. Weare very glad you 
hills encircling and defending them from the | will be near us,” said Isola, smiling at him. 
northern world—‘‘I have been thinking that | ‘‘It has been a dull life for Allegra, I'm afraid.” 
Venice would be a charming place for you and “Dall! dull in this land of beauty!” cried 
me tospend next summer in—if—if—you meant { Allegra. ‘‘I have never known a dull hour 
six months fnstead of twelve for my probation | since Icame here; though of course,” with a 
—as I really think you must have done. We| shy glance at her lover, ‘I have naturally 
could be married on the first of June—such a! thought sometimes of absent friends, and 
pretty date fora wedding! You would want | wished they were with me to revel in the love 
to be married in Trelasco Church, of course, } liness of these woods and hills.” 
on our native soil; the church in which my “Well, one of your friends has come to you, 
great-grandfather was married, and in which I | one who would as gladly have come had you 
and all my race were christened. We could | been in regions where the sun shines not, or 
have the yacht at Marseilles ready to carry us | where he blazes with devastating fury.” 
off to the south, through the delicious summer Captain Hulbert stayed with them all the 
days and} nights, all along this lovely coast, | evening, and planned a sail to Mentone for the 
and away by Naples to the Adriatic. Allegra, | following day, Isola again begging to be left 
why shoald we wait for the winter, the dreary | out of their plans, as she had done at Fowey. 
winter, to begin our life journey? Let us begin **You need feel no compunction about leav- 
it in the time of roses,” ing me,” she said, ‘ { shall be perfectly happy 
‘Look, George!” cried Allegra, laughing as | in the woods with nurse, and baby, and my 
she pointed tothe hedge of roses in front of | books.” 
them, and the clusters of creamy bloom hang- They obeyed her, and the little excursion was 
ing over the veranda. ‘fhe roses have been | arranged. They were to start soon after the 
blooming ever since we came to Italy. It is} early breakfast, carrying what their Italian 
always rose-time here. You remember how | butler called a pique-nique with them, in the 
Marion Crawford strewed his wife's pathway | shape of a well provided luncheon basket: 
with roses on Christmas Day at Sorrento. We | Isola sat in the olive wood, watching the white 
can find a flowery land for our honeymoon at ; sails moving slowly towards Bordighera, It 
any season of the year.” was a peerless day, but with scarcely a puff of 
‘‘But why wait a year? Can you not prove | wind; a day fordreaming on the water rather 
me trusty and true in less than a year?” than for rapid progress. The yacht scarcely 
“You are so impatient,” she said, plucking a | seemed to move as Isola watched her from the 
handful of roses, and scattering the petals at | cushioned corner which Lottchen had arranged 
her feet. ‘A year is so short a time.” in an angle of the low stone wall—all amongst 
“Short, love! Why, eight weeks have seemed | ferns and mosses, brown orchises and blue 
an eternity to me without you; and you honored | violets—an angle sheltered by a century-old 
me just now by saying that the time has ap- | olive, whose gnarled trunk sprawled along the 
peared long, even to you—even to my liege ground, rugged and riven, but with another 
lady, sitting serene in her palace of art, paint- | century’s life in it. Far down in the valley, 
ing contadinas and their olive-faced offspring— | below the old gateway, a company of cypresses 
even to you, whose love is as a thread of silk | rose dark against the blue of the sea, and Isola 
against a cable, compared with mine. Even to | knew that just on that slope of the shore 
you, my mistress and my tyrant.” where the cypresses grew tallest the graves of 
“That was because you were so far away. | English exiles were gathered. Many a fair 
But there will be nothing to hinder our seeing | hope, many a broken dream, many a disap- 
each other, as often as you may find con- | pointed ambition lay at rest under those dark 
venient. Ihave set my heart upon painting | spires, within the sound ot that summer sea. 
steadily fora twelvemonth, without any dis- This was one of many days which the young 
tractions.” mother spent in the woods or in the garden 
“There is no such place as Venice for a} with her baby for hercompanion, while Allegra 
painter, Think of the Misses Montalba, and | and the Colonel sailed east or west in the 
the splendid work they have done at Venice. | Vendetta, Her dcstor would have med her 
Would you not like to be like them?” to go with them, but she seemed to have an 
** Would I not like to be like Titian?” absolute aversion to the sea, and he did not 
‘* Well, Venice will be your treasury ; Venice press the point. 
will fill that busy brain with ideas. You shali ‘*Nothing that she dislikes will do her any 
be fed upon pictures old and new—the new | good,” he told Colonel Disney. There is no 
living pictures in the narrow streets and | use in being persistent about bg heey 
canals ; the old mastersin the churches and | Fancies and whims stand for a good deal in 


“Anything you say is worthy to be con- 
what people call awakening sermons; and I | sidered, George. And now come in and see 


He felt that he had gone far enough—he felt 
his words ; but his preaching has too power- | that it were unwise to press the question too 
ful an influence upon her mind—or upon her | much at first. He meant to be gently per- 


He followed Allegra into the drawing-room— 
overcome. She is too weak to bear that kind of | a room full of light and sunshine, which had 
strain. She is depressed all the rest of the | been beautified and made homelike by the ad- 
dition of a few Japaneseries and a little old 

“She ought not to be allowed to hear such | Italian furniture which Martin Disney had 
sermons. Take her to another church where | Picked up at a bric-a-brac shop in the Via Vit- 
There were flowers every- 
where, in the bright Italian pottery, with its 

**T have tried to take her to the other church | varieties of form and coloring. To Hulbert’s 
—you must not talk of a clergyman as a dosy fancy it was the prettiest room he had seen for 


such an illness as hers.” 








































of scene. 


they discussed the notion of a change. 


tired of San Remo?” 


unhappiness no one can escape.” 
to see, Isola?” asked her husband, 


have thoughts and wishes.” 
** And that is——” 


you—” 


” 


blow out my candle and say ‘* Bon soir.’ 
“God grant that you may live toa good old 


man as you.” 
out my wife,” he said. ‘‘And so you would 


fancy into your head ?” 

“Oh, it is an old dream, as I said just now. 
And lately I have been talking to Father Rod- 
well, who knows Rome as well as if he were a 
Roman citizen, and he has made me more and 
more anxious to go thera. If it would not bea 
great plague to you, Martin.” 

“On the contrary, it would be a great 
pleasure. We will go to Rome, Isa, if your 
doctor approve. Allegra will like it, I know.” 

* Like it?” echoed Allegra. ‘‘I shall simply 
be intoxicated with delight. I know the cata- 
logues of all the picture galleries by heart. I 
think I know every one of the seven hills as 
well as if I had walked upon them from my 
childhood. I have read so many descriptions 
of the place and its surroundings—so many 
raptures penned by people whom I have envied 
for nothing else than that. They have known 
Rome ; they have lived in Rome. 

The whole business was easily settled. j Cap- 
tain Hulb>rt was the only person who jre- 
gretted the change. He had been a month at 
San Remo, a month of summer idleness in 
February and March, a month of summer sails 
on an azure sea ; of mountain walks and rides, 
high up from stage to stage, until the region of 
lemon groves and olive woods gave place} to 
the fine forests on the loftier hills. He had 
been able to spend all his days in Allegra’s 
society. 

There were no pictures, except in that one 
little gallery at Colla. There was nothing to 
distract her from her lover. In Rome there 
would be all the wonders of the most wonder- 
ful city in the world. It would be art first and 
love second, 

The doctor approved. Father Rodwell wrote 
to an agent in Rome, and after some negotia- 
tion a suite of apartments was fourd on the 
high ground near the Trinita del Monte, which 
seemed to meet ali the requirements of the 
case. The priest vouched for the honesty and 
good faith of the agent, and on his responsibil- 
ity the rooms were taken for the month of 
April, with liberty to occupy them later if it 


were so desired. 
(To be Continued.) 
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including several capital letters. 2. Letters will be an- 
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Tus Prac. —I could not delineate your writing; it ie 
too crude. Thanks for your good wishes, which I recipro- 





cate. 

L. A. B.—You omitted to enclose coupon. Kindly send 
another study, as the first one is now destroyed. You did 
not bother me at all, and your letter was very nice. 

Cruarissa.—Lees force, decision and energy—more ap} to 
be led than to lead—the other traits are much the same, 
the writing is lees snappy and gentle than O. M. R.'’e— 
eurely you are very near relations | 

Vixew.—You are constant, conservative, sociable, and 
while not very decided in will nor determined in action, 
are self-assertive, somewhat ambitious, careful of details 
and slightly idealistic. Itis nota formed hand. 

Buackaysp Susan —So sorry to refuse you, my dear girl, 
but I really can not study auch a very undeveloped writing. 
I should paint you so black that you would never fo'give 
me. Yourstudy was correctly sent in every way, but time 
alone can supply what was lacking. 

PALE Bus —This is an independent and snappy study, 
full of energy, erratic in thought, but honest and truthful. 
The writer is impatient of results, strong in aff:otion, fond 
of good things and very self-assertive—another partially 
developed study, of which I had a surplus sent in last De- 


oembtr. 

Horarut Stan.—l hops you oanié through all right 
Your writiag shows excellent ability and energy—a con- 
stant and firm will, come vivacity, marked assertion, warm 
affection, a liking for ease and comf rb, self-esteem, very 
good discretion and a promise cf a noble and charming de- 
velopment. 

Caxvox.—1. In round numbers about 200,020, 2. You are 
eomewhat of a humorist, very liable to be imposed upon 
by those you care most for—without much ambition but of 
an easy-going and optimistic nrture ; your adaptability is 
good, perseverance fixe. Itisin the will power and enap 
you are wanting. 

0. M. R.—Your writiog shows a capable, business like 
and eelf-controlied nature, somewhat practical, and de- 
cidediy willing rather to lead than follow. You are a 
little uncertain in temper, rather discreet in speech, en joy- 
ing social pleasures, have a pretty good opinion of your- 


self, and are an independent, thinker, wit: some originality 
, ‘ 


GA week or two later the same kind doctor | ™0” sense are yours. 
discovered that his patient was fast losing 
ground. Her strength had flagged consider- 
ably in.ashort time. He recommended change | “!4¢d, showing good temper, sociability and very warm | holder nor an office-seeker. He’s just a plain, 


** This quiet life suited her wonderfully well 
for the firat month or so, but we are no longer 
making any headway. You had better trya 
gayer place—a little more life and movement,” 

Martin Disney was ready to obey. He and 
Allegra took counsel together, and then—in the 
lightest strain, one evening after dinner— 


“Shall we strike our tents, Isola? Are you 


‘““No, Martin. I am tired of myself, some: 
times—never of these olive woods and lemon 
groves, Sometimes the stillness and the very 
beauty of the place make me feel unhappy, 
without knowing why; but that is a kind of 


‘Is there any place in the world within 
tolerably easy reach of this that you would like 


* Yes, there is one city in the world that I 
have been longing to see ever since I began to 


**Rome! I should like to see Rome before I 
die, Martin; if it were not too troublescms for 


“Troublesome! My dearest, can anything 
be troublesome to me if it can but give you 
pleasure? You shall see Rome—not once—but 
again and again,I hope. Iam twenty years 
older than you; but I count upon at least 
thirty years more upon this planet, before I 


age, Martin. The world is better for such_a 
“The world would b3 no place for me with- 


like to see Rome, Isa? What has put that 


of views ; # refined taste, energetic method and good com- | response. ‘‘ We are very anxious to have all 
the notable people——” 

Mupas.—There is no mistake—either address will do—I “That’s it. I’m not a ‘notable,’” said the 
am not a bit particular. Your writing is honest and de- | brisk young woman. “Dad's not an office- 


affections, some imagination, but a lack of fotuitive per- 
ception. You are rather clever, and would, I am sure, be 
& very pleasant companion. 


every-day cattle baron and we're not in it this 
trip. We're stampeded.” 


“wg ” 

Mistress Miaas.—Here is a clever but inconsequent orea- és Stampeded 
ture, rather indiscreet in speech, but with lote of brain Si, we don’t feed with these kind of cattle, 
power, a httle wilfal, somewhat set in her opinions and | YOu know. Our crowd is ‘R;’ these people all 
tenacious of her rights, careless of details, but in spite of belong to the ‘Do’ dash range, and they've 
this apt to turn out good results; slightly ambitious, with | turned off the water, burned all the grass, cut 
good self-esteem, a reasoning mind, very controlled affec- | all our fences and stampeded us in great shape. 
tion hasty and wmatimes talty Jumest, some ape | Four years trom now it you happen to be 
: around here you will find the national range in 
Psycus.—I almost think I have studied you before, or | the hands of the old bosses again and I’ll have 
someone very like you. You are distinctly feminine, unprac- no objection to giving you a description of my 


tical, clever, and not particularly up to business, j idgment , : 
is faulty, and discretion not marked—the hand of Zan harness. Just now I'ma etray and object to 


idealist, and also I think of a person hating hard work. being bunched with this outfit.” 
Would you not rather do without things than work for The objections must have been intelligible to 
them? At the same time, your writing is not uncultured | the society reporter, for they were accepted, 
ané possesses truth, self-respect and a high sense of right. | and the daughter of the “plain, every-day 
Meruisto.—Abundant energy, some lack of self-control, | cattle baron” was excused from being 
sweet temp2r, impulsive action, great truth and candor, | ‘‘branded”’ as mixing with a breed of politica 
with excellent caution, facility, variable spirits, at times “cattle” by which she declared she had bean 
vivacious and sometimes depressed, large self-esteem and a | «§ stampeded,”— Washington Star. 
fise delight in humor, rather a taste for planning and ; 
excellent courage and enterprise. The handwriting shows . 
need of discipline, but I think time will do for it what it At very Uncertain Intervals. 
needs to make ita very pleasing towt ensemble. 1 venture nenad [ 
to say you are popular and a favorite in society. iB ; hy oor | 
DoLLy VARDEN.—This writing also is not fully developed, t | gy | 
and does not give a satisfactory study. The writer is prac- 
tical rather than romantic, disoreet and cautious, but her 
jadgment is faulty, perhaps leading her to mistrust where 
she need not, and vice versa, Perseverance, a will which 
might be more constant, lack of tact, kiod but not loving 
nature, crude taste, and excellent truth and generosity are 
shown. You see, my dear Dolly, that 1am forced to give 
you some traite which will undoubtedly dieplease you, but 
I must remind you that an immature study ig no good. § 


Rent —This is rather an ordinary person, f nd of talk- 
ing, not always remarkably brilliant, very exact and care- 
fal in all affairs in life, with excellent sympathy, even 
temper, variable tastes, not averse to novelty ; self-con- 
trolled affection, and a lack of snap and originality, 
but with perseverance and very good though narrow 
judgment, a formalist in iieas, and while reliable, still 
limited in many particulars. I cannot do this study j istice, 
it lacks signature, and hardly comes within the rules I 
have laid down for correspondents. 


Frisc ).—I am afraid your humility is assu ned, and that 
you are leading me to my doom in iaviting me to give you 
@ good raking over the coals. You are bright and viva- 
cious, facile, easy-zoing, careless, and full of humor. I : 
think your talents deserve more culture than fate has Dispensary Physician—Take this medicine 
vouchsafed to them: wonderful adaptability and a qaick | three times a day, after each meal. ss 
perception, but a prejudiced jadgment which more ex- ™ Dusty en ¢ i forgotten togive 
perience would correct ; immensely active and enterpria- OO peneary Ehpoiciee What! 
fog miad and a light and airy temperament generally, Deety Rhodes—The—er—meal—ticket. 
which will help you over many a rough and ditfiiwlt 


place. 

















Tux CaLy —Your writing shows an easy-tempered, easily 
discouraged and sensitive person, prore to jadge hastily, 
but not to express yourself so. Repression and cautionare 
rather overdone. Your will is constant and reasonably 
strong, and you have decided opinions, excellent truth and 
some courage ; capability of much feeling and good ability 
are visible. Idon’tthink you are at all diplomatic, nor 
have you very q1ick intuitive perceptions Judging trom 
the character of your handwriting, I might have met and 
yet forgotten you, for it might have been one of your retir. 
ing days. 

Cassts.—1. A first-class typewriter and stenographer, 
with the precious qualities of discretion and good temper, 
would easily command a good ealary. Asan employment 
for women I see much to commend it. The work is often 
hard, but don’t try to do too much. As to women book- 
keepers, I don’t know any except those who are daughters 
or sisters of people in business. I believe their salaries are 
not extra large. Six hundred dollars is the largest I know 
of. 2. You have ambition, rather light constancy, great rn > : 
buoyancy, perseverance, and decided enterprise ; a oe ease an on ered 
temper and rather clear jadgment are shown. I cannot SA LLLLLSSSSSSOCSAS SUSE CUS S SEDI 
see any reason against your makiag a success of any calling 
you put your mind to. 

OrusiLo.—Here she is again: ‘‘ Hoping to see my re- 
ply io the nex’ edition.” I don’t dare ex amine the date cf 
your letter, Miss Othello, but I know this is not the next 
edition by along three months. This lady says: ‘I have 
been advised by some of my friends to write you in regard 
to my character,” and adds her hopes for the nex) issue 
—writes on bevelled crossbarred paper which destroys all 
character—so she must not look for much satisfaction in 
her study. In fact, I doa’t thiok I can delineate it, and 
must beg her to try again, promising t> anewer ber second 
study in the next issue after I receive it, if sh» will write 
on uoruled, plain paper, and believe that I really could 
not please her with this study. 


Youxs Horsrvut.—I could not name the best teacher of 
singing in Toronto, where there are several so successful. 
Each pupi! who makes @ success vows no master is so good 
as the one who guided her or him. I am sure the one 
you mention was very much appreciated. Taere is no 
comparison between a violin and a harp ; the former is cap- 
able of so much more than the latter in good hands. 2 
Your writing shows determination, ambition, and a rather 
good business head, tenacity of opinion and a decided lack 
of tact and the gift of influenciag others. All your lines 
are strong, hopeful and eelf-assertive. You are too out- 
epoken to be always discreet, and you are sometimes hasty 
and incorrect fm your conclusions. 


Mistress Mary.—I am glad you didn’t expect your an- 
ewer in next issue, but you really have had an overlong 
wait. Pray forgive me. And now for your characteristics. 
Your writing shows a very bright and observant faculty, 
great tenacity and a will both steady and etrong. You are 
somewhat idealistic, very eweet-tempered, but at the same 
time sensitive, and love approbation ; affection is warm, 
generosity and candor good, ch-erfulness, hope and some 
originality are shown. You are most constant in purpose, 
but not self-assertive, in short a truly feminine and very 
attractive study, with neither littleness nor nervousness, a 
very upright and self-aseertive miad, and a liability to err 
through lack of trict, with ths best intentions. You are 
careful, but not particularly orderly. 


Fair Evian —1. If you address the manuscrip) to the 
editor of the paper (of which you know the address) put 
on the corner of the first page stamps enough for ite 
return. Write a note sepirately stating your wishes, and 
if you put your full address oa both letter and manuscript 
it will be safer. 2 I soarcely understand your question. 
The handsome, religious, stupid and reticent young man 
does not attract me, but he is better than the other; 
neither of ‘em seem very lovable. Don’t have anything to os 
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disordered digestionthan most peop'e know. 
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GROW THIN 
of Health 
SCOTT'S 


by using Dr. Edison’s Famous 
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Weet 221d street, New York city, Dept. No. 40 
Blood; to enrich 
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posseses blood enriching properties in 
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do with any man who ie sacrilegious and bitter; he will ’ PATENT CORSETS 

influence you, not you him—that is, if he isn’t a bigger Are the _— 
 & ‘tk haty Prepared bya New and 

dvuffsr than you are yourself. 4. I don't know what you Srevinl Secentto ; 


Medical opinion recommends them 
for THE HEALTH. 
Public opinion all over the world 


unanimous that th are unsur- 
faced for OOMPORT. STYLE. 
AND DURABILITY. Sap 
1x everY TOWN THROVGROLD 
Tas Wortp. Namé ae Tred 
Mark, Anchor, on eve 

box, Ask your Draper or Butgtter 
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Nice, sensible, self-respecting girls can do ote of thinge 
which would nét be advisable for lese blessed maidens. | 
Uader proper auspices and done in a proper épirit, theat- 
ricals are as harmless ae any ottier fastiionable amusement. 


mean by your former handwriting. Surely you haven’ | IZODS couitrs 

unloaded two studies on me. 5. I doa’t approve of young 

girle who are deficient in sense taking part in theatricals. | | 
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A Youny Woman From the West. 












“T bag to be excased, I don’t belong in this 
round-up. I'm off my reservation.” 

That was the peculiar reply a very stylish 
and remarkably handsome young woman made 
when a society reporter struck her for a de- 
scription of gowns, which must have been 
fetching indeed with that girl’s splendid 
brunette beauty inside of them. 

**Oh, well, most everybody is strange here 
now,” was the society reporter's cheerful 
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CHAPTER XVII. | fatal river and the fatal boat, grimness and 
‘“) HAVE YOU STILL, THE SUN COMES OUT | beauty—the actual and the allegorical curiously 


AGAIN.” 


and Allegra were standing on a terraced hill- | of holiday-makers echo with asepulchral sound 


side in a country where January has noontides | under the vaulted roof. Here Isola was in- 
as brilliant and balmy as an English June. tensely interested, and insisted on going up the 
They had traveled up that almost perpendicu- marble steps, flight after flight, and to the 
very summit of the steep hill beyond, with its 


lar hill, in a roomy landau drawn by a pair of 
horses, and now near the summit of the hil), | wide-reaching prospect of mountain, and fort, 


on the last ot those many terraces that zig-zag and city, and sea, 
up the face of the cliff, they had alighted from “Think how hard it must be to lie here and 


the carriage and were standing side by side | see nothing of all that loveliness,” she said, her 


upon the broad, white road, at an angle where | eyes widening with wonder as they gazed 
the cliff dipped suddenly, clothed with the ; across the varied perspective of valeand moun- 
wild growth of stunted olive and bushy pine, | tain, out to the dim, faint blue of the sea. 
down and down to the abyss where the blue sea | “* How hard, how hard! Do they feel it and 
looked like a sapphire at the bottom of a pit. know it, Allegra? Can this I which feels so 
They stood and gazed, and gazed again, almost | keenly, which only sleeps in order to enter a 
bewildered by the infinite beauty and infinite | new world of dreams—busier and more crowded 
variety of that dazzling prospect. Below! and more eventful than the real world—can 
them, in the shelter of the land-locked bay, | this consciousness go out all at once like the 
Ospedaletti’s pavilioned casino shone whitely | flame of a candle—and nothing, nothing, noth- 
out of a garden of palms and cacti, with ter | ing be left?” 

race and balustrade vanishing down to the sea. “They are not here,” said Allegra, with 
To the west the steep promontory of Bor- | gentle seriousness. ‘It is only the husk that 


dighera jutted far out into the blue, and over | lies here—the flower seed has been carried off 


the rugged line of the hill Mentone’s long | in God's great wind of death—and the flower 
white line lay in a gentle curve almost level | is blossoming somewhere else.” 

with the sea—a strip of vivid white between ‘One allegory is as good as another,” said 
the blue of the water and the gloom of that | Isola. ‘‘ We can but console ourselves with 
great barren mountain wall that marks the | symbols. I don’t like this crowded city of the 
beginning of modern Italy. And beyond again | dead, Allegra. For God’s sake don’t let Martin 
showed the twin towers of Monaco; and | have me buried here, if I should die at San 
further still, in the dim blue distance, the | Remo.” 

broken line of the Esterelles, dividing the}. “ Dearest, why will you harbor such ghastly 
fairyland of the Riviera from the workaday | thoughts?” 

prose of shipbuilding Toulon and commercial ‘*Oh, it was only a passing fancy. I thought 
Marseilles. On this side of those pine-clad | it just possible that if I were to die while we 
mountains there were only pleasure and fancy, | are in Italy, Martin might think to honor me 
wealth, fashion, the languid invalid and the by having me laid in this splendid cemetery. 
feverish gambler; on the other side toilers and | He seemed so struck by the grandeur and 
speculators, the bourse and the factory, the | beauty of the monuments, just now, when we 
world of stern realities. were in those colonnades down yonder.” 

To the east, deep down within the hills, lay Colonel Disney had lingered to look at Maz- 
the little port of San Remo, with its rugged | zini’s monument. Hecame upto them now, 
stone pier, and its shabby old houses, and the and hurried them back to the gate, where their 
old, old town climbing up the steep ascent to | carriage was waiting. And so ended their last 
the Sanctuary, its white dome glittering | afternoon in Genoa, and the most vivid picture 
against the pale and milky azure of the noon of the city and its surroundings that Isola 
tide sky; and further and further away | carried away with her was the picture of those 
stretched the long line of the olive clothed ; marble tombs upon the hill, and those tall and 
hills, to the point where the seamen’s church | gloomy cypresses which are the trees of death. 
of Madonna della Guarda stands boldly out| . ° > ° : 
between sky and sea, as ifit werea half-way | Yes, she was better, gayer and more active— 
house on the upward road to heaven. | more like the girl-wife whom Martin Disney 

‘“* How lovely it all is,” cried Allegra; ‘* but | had carried home to Cornwall, prouder than 


don’t you feel that one careless step upon that Tristan when he sailed away with Iseult. 


flowery edge yonder would send us whirling | The Italian sunshine had revived his fading 


down the cliffs, to awful, inevitable death? flower, Martin told himself, ready to love all 
When that man passed us just now with his | things in aland that had brought the smiles 
loaded cart I felt sick with fear—the wheels | back to his wife’s pale lips, and a new and deli- 
seemed to graze the edge of the abyss, as the | cate bloom to her wan cheeks. Yes, she was 
horse crept slowly along, unconscious of dan- happier than she had been of late in Cornwall ; 
ger. It isa dreadful drive, Isola, this zig-zag | there could be no doubt as to that, 
road to Colla, slant after slant, backwardsand | They stayed at a hotel for more than a week, 
forwards, up the face of this prodigious cliff. | while they deliberated upon the choice of a 
I had to shut my eyes at every turn of the | villa, They found one at last, which seemed 
road, when the world below seemed to swim in | to realize their ideas of perfection. It was not 
a chaos of light and color—so beautiful—so a grand or stately dwelling. No marble bell 
terrible! Do you see the height of those | tower or architectural loggia attracted the eye 
cliffs, terrace above terrace, hill above hill? of the passing pedestrian. It was roomy, and 
Why, that coast road at the very bottom is the | bright, and clean, and airy, built rather in the 
top of atailer cliff than those I used to think Swiss than the Italian style, and it stood upon 
so appalling at Broadstairs and Ramsgate.” | the slope of the hill on the west side of the 
“T don’t think it would make much differ- | town, with nothing but olive woods between 
ence toaman who fell over the edge whether | its terraced garden and the road that skirts 
he fell here or on the Isle of Thanet,” said Mar- | the sea. It was a reminiscence of the Alps, 
tin Disney, as he stood with his arm drawn | built by a retired merchant of Zurich ; and its 
through his wife’s, sweeping the prospect | owner had called it Lauter Brunnen. The 
with his landscape glass. | house was at most two years old; but life’s 
‘*Ob, but it would. One would be only a | vicissitudes had left it empty for a year and a 
sudden shock, and a plunge into the sea, or | half, and the rent asked of Colonel Disney was 
swift annihilation on the rocks below ; but | much less than he had been prepared to pay. 
here, to go whirling down, plucked at here by The installation was full of delight for Isola 
an olive branch, or there by a jagged rock, yet | and her sister-in-law. The house afforded in- 
always whirling downward, striking and | numerable surprises, unexpected closets, and 
rebounding from edge to edge, till one would | nooks and corners of all kinds. There were 
fallashapeless mass on that dazzling white | lovely views from every window—east, west, 
rock yonder, at the foot of this awful | north, or south—and there was a garden full of 
mountain!” | roses, a garden made upon so steep a slope that 
‘ And to think of people living up there, in | it was a succession of terraces, with but little 
the clouds, and going to sleep every night | intervening level ground, and below the lowest 
with the knowledge of this mighty wall and | terrace the valley stretched down to the sea, a 
that dreadiul abyss in their minds,” concluded | tangle of gnarled old olive trees, wan and gray, 
Allegra, pointing upward to where the little | and silvery, with a ruined gateway just seen 
white town of Colla straggled along the edge | among the foliage at the bottom of the hill. 
of the bill. To the north-west, straggling slong the edge 
They were going upto see the pictures and | of the wooded hills, appeared the white houses 
books in the little museum by the church. It | and churches—cupola and pinnacle and dome— 
was their first excursion, since Martin Disney | of Colla, so scattered as to seem two towns 
had been anxious that his wife should be | rather than one, and with picturesque sugges 
thoroughly rested after her long journey, be- | tions of architectural splendor that were hard- 
fore she was called upowto make the slightest | ly borne out by the reality, when one climbed 
exertion. She was looking better and stronger | those rugged mule-paths and crossed the ro- 
already, they were both agreed; and she was | mantic gorge above the waterfall, and then up- 
looking happier, a fact which gave her husband | ward and upward to the narrow alleys and 
infinite satisfaction. They had come by the | crumbling archways, and the spacious old 
Sr. Gothard tunnel, taking their ease as they | church with its lofty doorway standing high 
came along the familiar route, the way they | above the stony street. 
had traveled on their road to Venice and Only a few paces from the villa there was a 
the East. They had rested a night at | stately house that had gone to ruin ; the roof 
Dover and a night at Basle, and _ had | was off in some places, there were neither floors 
stopped at Lucerne for a day, and again | nor windows lefr, and the walls were open to 
a couple of days at Milan, and again at Genoa, | the wind and rain—frescoed walls, upon which 
exploring the palaces and the Campo Santo in | might be traced figures of saint and martyr, 
a leisurely way, Allegra exalted out of herself | angel and madonna, There was a spacious 
almost by the delight of those wonderful col- | garden, with an avenue of cypresses—a garden 
lections in the grand old mansions of the | where the flowers had been growing wild for 
Via Balbi—the Veroneses, the Titians, the | years, and where Isolaand Allegra wandered 
Guidos—Isola languidly admiring, languidly | and explored as they pleased. It was higher 
wondering at everything, but only deeply | on the hill-side than their own villa, and from 
moved when they came to the strange city of | the eastward edge of this garden they looked 
the dead, the scenic representation of sickness, | —acrossa yawning gulf in which lay all the 
calamity, grief and dissolution, in every | lower town of San Remo—to the Sanétuary and 
variety of fact or of emblem. Sculptured the Leper hospital, conspicuous on the crest of 
scenes of domestic sorrow, dying fathers, | the opposite hill. 





families convulsed in the throes of that last | passed with the fiercer age in which they were | the gorgeous sunrise, and the lateen 
inevitable parting ; the death of youth and | built. Neither Saracen nor pirate hordes were | sails, as on the Fowey river and _ the 
beauty ; the fallen rose wreath, the funeral | likely to assail San Remo nowadays; but the | hills towards -Polruan. She had taken 
urn, the lowered torch, and the ball dress ; | old white walls made a picturesque note in the | kindly to this Italian exile. The sun and the 
hyacinth and butterfly, Psyche and Apollo, the ' landscape, and the very name of sanctuary had | blue sky had exercised a healing influence upon 





































mixed in those pictures in marble that line 
The new year was just a week old, and Isola | the cold white colonnades where the footsteps 











slight cough—very slight and inoffensive ; but 
still it was a cough—and the kind and clever 
physician of San Remo, who came to see her 
once a week or so, told her to be careful, Mr, 
Baynham had written him a long letter about 
bis patient, and the San Remo doctor had taken 
very kindly to Isola and her sister-in-law, and 
the baby son in whom the whole family were 
so intensely interested. The infant had ac- 
cepted the change in his eurroundings with su- 
preme complaisance, and crowed and chirruped 
among the lemons and the olives, and basked 
in the Southern sunshine, as his nurse wheeled 
his perambulator to and fro upon the terraced 
road behind the villa—the road which lost itself 
a little way further on amidst a wilderness of 
olives, and dwindled inte a narrow track for 
man or beast, 


had gone back to the great wind-cavern to lie 
in wait for the next golden opportunity ; and 
the sun was shining once again upon the laby- 
rinthine lanes and alleys, the arches and cupo- 
las, churches, and market-place, and on the 
triple rampart of hills that shuts San Remo 
from the wintry world. The Disneys had been 
in Italy nearly seven weeks, snd it seemed as 
natural to Isola to open her eyes upon the 
kneeling children, weeping widows—whole| ‘The need for citadel and sanctuary had | broad blue waters of the Mediterranean, 






































































































a romantic sound. 

The first week in the new house was like a 
week in fairyland. The weather was peerless 
—a climate that makes people forget there is 
such a season as winter in the world—and the 
two girls wandered about in the olive woods 
and climbed the mule paths all through the 
fresh balmy hours; or in the hottest noontides 
sat in the deserted garden or in a sheltered 
corner near an old stone well—one of those 
wells which suggest the meeting of Isaac and 
Rebecca—and Allegra painted while Isola read 
to her, in the low sweet voice whith lent a 
touch of melancholy music to the verse of her 
favorites, Byron, Keats and Shelley. 

In these sequestered spots, where only a 
peasant woman laden with a basket of olives, 
or a Padre, going from Colla to San Remo, 
ever passed within sight of them, they read 
the Eve of St. Agnes and the Pot of Basil—the 
Prisoner of Chillon, Manfred, and all those 
familiar lyrics and favorite passages of Shel- 
ley which Isola held in her heart of hearts. 
The wonder-dream of Alastor—the passionate 
lament of Adonais, could not seem purer or 
more spiritual, sweeter and happier than the 
lite of these young women in those calm 
days through which January slipped into 
February, unawares, like a link in a yolden 
chain—a chain of sunshine and flowers. 

In February came the Carnival ; and pretty 
little rustic San Remo decked itself with bunt- 
ing and greenery, and made believe to hold a 
Battle of Flowers, which had acertain village 
simplicity as compared with the serried ranks 
of carriages, the fashion and beauty and wealth 
of floral displays along the Promenade des 
Anglais or the Croisette. With the Carnival 
came the Mistral, which generally seems to be 
waiting round the corner ready to leap out 
upon the flower-throwers and blight their bou- 
quets, and blow dust into the eyes of beauty, 
and make the feeble health seekers cower in 
the corners of their rose-decked carriages. 
This Lenten season was no exception to 
other seasons, and the calendar—which had 
been as it were in abeyance since New Year’s 
day—came into force again—and winter claimed 
his rights. The invalids were roughly awakenéd 
from their dream of Paradise to discover that 
February even in San Remo meant February, 
and could not forever be mistaken for May or 
June. 

Isola felt the change, though she was hardly 
conscious of it on the day of the floral battle, 
when she was sitting in a roomy landau, 
covered with the dark, shining foliage and pale 
yellow fruit from some of those lemon trees in 
the orchard where she and Allegra had spent 
their morning hours. Allegra had planned 
the decorations and had gone down to the 
coach-house to assist in the work, delighted to 
chatter with the coachman in doubtful Italian, 
groping her way in a language in which her 
whole stock in trade consisted of a few quota- 
tions from Dante or Petrarch—and all the wise 
saws of Dr. Riccabocca. 

‘*I would have none of that horrid pepper 
tree which pervades the place with its floppy 
foliage and dull red fruit,” she told Isola, des- 
canting on the result of her exertions. ‘‘I was 
rather taken with the pepper trees a5 first, but 
I am satiated with their languid grace. They 
are like the weeping ash or the weeping wil- 
low. There is no real grace or beauty in them, 
I would rather have one of those cypresses 
towering up among the gray-green olivesin the 
valley below Colla than all the pepper trees in 
the public gardens, I have used no flowers but 
narcissus ; no color but the pale goid of the 
lemons and the dark green of the leaves; ex- 
cept one bit of audacity which you will see 
presently.” 

This was at noon, after two hours’ work in 
the coach-house. An hour later the carriage 
was at the door. 

Allegra’s audacity was an Algerian curtain, 
a rainbow of vivid color, with which she had 
draped the back of the landau, hiding all the 
ugliness of rusty leather. The carriage, or it 
might have been the two girlish faces in ii, one 
so pale and gentle, the other so brilliant and 
changeful in its lights and shadows, made the 
point of attraction in the little procession. 
Everybody spoke of the two girls in the lemon 
landau, with the nice-looking, middle-azed 
man. Were they his daughters, people wor- 
dered, or his nieces; and at what hotel were 
they staying? It was a disappointment to ¢lis- 
cover that they were living in that villa to the 
west of the town, out of the way of every- 
thing and everybody, and that they were sel- 
dom to be seen in public, except at the new 
church, where they were regular worshipers, 

“That man is Colonel Disney, and the tall, 
striking-looking girlis his wife,” said one per- 
son, better informed than the rest, but making 
a wrong selection all the same, 


CHAPTER XVIII. 
“THOU PARADISE OF EXILES, ITALY.” 
Isola was not quite so well after that drive in 
the February wind and dust. She developed a 





The flower-battle was over, and the Mistral 


and that was on Allegra’s account rather than 
her own. They had left England nearly two 
months, and as yet there had been no sign or 
token of any kind from Captain Hulbert, not so 
much as a packet of new books or new music— 
not so much as a magazine or an illustrated 


paper. 


told him no,” Allegra said to her rather dole- 
fully one morning, as they sat a little way 
from the well, Allegra engaged in painting a 
brown-skinned peasant girl of ten years old, 
whom she had met carrying olives the night 
before, and had forthwith engaged as a model, 
“ IT said it would never do for us to begin the 
folly of engaged lovers, who write to 
each other about nothing, and sometimes 
twice a day. He has been wonderfully 
obedient ; yet I think he ought to have 
written once or twice in two months. He 
ought to have known that though I told him 
not to write I should be very anxious to hear 
from him,” 


you tothe letter, Allegra. There is a kind of 
simplicity about him, although he is very clever. 
He is so thoroughly frank and honest. It is for 
that I honor him.” 
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that hidden wound which made her heart feel | wife happened to be looking that way, till the 
one dull, aching pain. She loved this new | child in his nurse’s lap gave a sudden crow of 
world of wood and hill, and most of all she | delight. 

loved the perfect liberty of this distant retreat, ‘*Did he see the pretty white sbip, then?” 
and the consolations of solitude. As for the | said the nurse, holding him up to the sunshine. 
cough, or the pain in her side, or any of those 
other symptoms about which the doctor talked 
to her so gravely, she made very light of them. 
She was happy in her husband's love, happy 
in his society, strolling with him in the olive 
wood, or the deserted garden, or down to the 
little toy-shop parade by the sea, where the 
band played once a week ; or to the other gar- 
den in the town, where the same band per- 
formed on another day, and which was dustier 
and less airy than the little plantation of palms 
and cacti upon the edge of the sea. She went 
for excursions with him to points of especial 
beauty high up among the hills—to the 
chocolate mills, to San Romolo, she riding a 
donkey, he at the animal’s side, while the 
guide trudged cheerily in the dust at the 
edge of the mountain road. In the evening 
she played to him, or sat by his side while he 
smoked the pipe of rest, or worked while he 
read to her. Tney had never been more de- 
voted to each other, never more like wedded | sailor whose heart was true to Poll. 

lovers than they were now. People who only ** Are you really glad to see me, darling?” he 
knew them by sight talked of them admiringly, | whispered, overcome by the delight of this 
as if their love were an interesting pheno- | fond welcome. 

menon, ‘Really glad. I feel as if we had been parted 


“The beautiful white ship.” 

No one took any notice. The Colonel was 
reading his Times, the chief link between the 
exile and civilization. Isola was intent upon 
knitting a soft white wool vestment for her 
first-born. 

Two hours later the garden gate gave a little 
click, and Captain Hulbert walked in. Allegra 
heard the click of thelatch as she satin the 
veranda, and ran out to meet him. She had 
been watching and expectant all the time, 
though she had held her peace about the vision 
of white sails, lest she should be suspected of 
hoping for her lover's coming, and, above all, 
lest she should be compassionated with later in 
the day if the ship were not the Vendetta. 

Yes, it was he. She turned pale with delight 
at the realization of her hope. She had hardly 
known till this instant how much she loved 
him. She let him take her in his arms and 
kiss her, just as if he had been the commonest 


——— ree, 


‘“*He must be twenty years older than his | for years. No letter to tell me where you were 


wife,” said Society. ‘‘ And yet they seem so | or what you were doing. I began to doubt if 
happy together. It is quite refreshing to see | you ever really cared for me.” 
such a devoted couple nowadays.” 


** Heartless infidel, you told me not to write ; 
People always seem ready and rather pleased | and so [ thought the only alternative was to 


tohold theirown age up to contempt and/|come. And I have been coming for the last 
ridicule, as if they themselves did not belong | seven weeks. We hada stiffish time across the 
toit; asifthey were standing upon a narrow | bay, and my auxiliary engine went wrong— 
ledge outside the world, looking on at the| nothing to trust to but canvas; so I had to 
foolish creatures inside. 
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One only anxiety troubled Isola at this time, 
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** You mustn’t be surprised at his obeying 





“* Yes, he is very good,” sighed Allegra. ‘I GRATEFUL—COMFORTING, 


ought not to have told him I would have no | 
letter-writing. I really meant what I said. I E P P S ’ & C O C @} A 
wanted to give myself upto art, and you, for | 

one unbroken year—to have no other thought, 
no distractions—and I knew that his letters 
would be a distraction—that the mere expecta- 
tion of them—the looking for post time—the 
wondering whether I should have his letter by 
this or that post—I knew all that kind of thing’ 
would unnerve me—my hand would have lost its 
power. You don’t know whatitis when all 
depends upon certainty of touch—the fine 
obedience of the hand to the eye. No, his let- 
ters would have been a daily agitation—and 

yet, and yet I should like so much to know 

what he is doing—if he is still at the Mount—if 
he has any idea of coming to San Remo later— 

with his yacht—as he talked of doing.” 

“Ihave no doubt he will come. It will be 
the most natural thing for him to do. You 
will see the white sails some afternoon, glori- 
fied in the sunset, like that boat yonder with 
amethyst-colored sail.” 

Isola was right, except as to the hour of Cap. 
tain Hulbert’s arrival. They were taking a 
picnic luncheon in a little grove of lemon and | use only the best colors if you want the best results, 
orange, wedged into a cleft in the hills, on the 
edge of a deep and narrow gorge, down which WINSOR & NEWTON Ss 
a& mountain torrent rushed to the sea, Sud- 
denly across the narrow strip of blue at the end | 4r¢ the best in the World and have been manufactured 
of the vista came the vision of white sails, a 
schooner with all her canvas spread, dazzling | @=@ MAJESTY THE QUEEN and Royal family. 
in the noonday sun, sailing towards San Remo. DON'T ueo poor colors. These are within reach of all. 
Allegra sat gazing at the white sails, but said 


meee Neither Martin Disney nor his | RAMSAY & SON, Montreal 
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waste a week at Toulon while my ship was 
under repairs. However, here I am, and the 
Vendetta is safe and sound; and I am your 
most obedient slave. How is Mrs. Disney?” 

** Not quite so well as she was two or three 
weeks ago. She improved wonderfully at 
first, but she caught cold one bleak, blowy day, 
and she has started a little nervous kind of 
cough, which makes us anxious about her.” 

“ Better spirits, Ihope? Not quite so mopy ?” 

“Her spirits have revived wonderfully. 
This lovely land has given her a newlife. But 
there are times when she droopsa little. She 
is curiously sensitive—too impressionable for 
happiness. We have a very fine preacher here 
—Father Rodwell ; you must have heard him.” 

* Yes, I heard of him at Oxford. He was 
before my time by some years ; but he was a 
celebrity, and I heard men talk of him. Well, 
what of your preacher? Has he fallenin love 
with my Allegra—is he in the same boat as 
poor Colfox ?” 

** Fallen in love! No, he is not that kind of 
man. He is as earnest and enthusiastic as a 
ma2dieval monk, We have all been impressed 
He preaches 
what people call awakening sermons; and I 
fear they have been too agitating for Isola. 
She insists on hearing him; she hangs upon 
his words ; but his preaching has too power- 
ful an influence upon her mind—or upon her 
nerves. I have seen the tears streaming down 
her poor pale cheeks ; I have seen her terribly 
overcome. She is too weak to bear that kind of 
strain. She is depressed all the rest of the 
day.” 

“She ought not to be allowed to hear such 
sermons. Take herto another church where 
some dosy old bird will send her comfortably 
to sleep.” 

**]T have tried to take her to the other church 
—you must not talk of a clergyman as a dosy 
old bird, sir—but she looked so unhappy at the 
mere idea of losing Father Rodwell’s sermons 
that I dare not press the matter. He comes to 
see us occasionally, and he is the cheeriest and 
pleasantest of men, ‘nothing of the zealot or 
ascetic about him, so that Iam in hopes his 
influence will be for good in the longrun. How 
long shall you be able to stop at San Remo ?” 

“Till the lady for whose sake I came shall 
take it into her head to leave the place. I have 
been thinking, Allegra,” putting his arm 
through hers, and pacing up and down the ter- 
race, with the bright expanse of sea in front of 
them, and at their bick the great curtain of 
hills encircling and defending them from the 
northern world—‘‘I have been thinking that 
Venice would be a charming place for you and 
me tospend next summer in—if—if—-you meant | 
six months instead of twelve for my probation 
—as I really think you must have done. We 
could be married on the first of June—such a 
pretty date fora wedding! You would want 
to be married in Trelasco Church, of course, 
on our native soil; the church in which my 
great-grandfather was married, and in which I 
and all my race were christened. We could 
have the yacht at Marseilles ready to carry us 
off to the south, through the delicious summer 
days and} nights, all along this lovely coast, 
and away by Naples to the Adriatic. Allegra, 
why should we wait for the winter, the dreary 
winter, to begin our life journey? Let us begin 
it in the time of roses,” 

**Look, George!” cried Allegra, laughing as 
she pointed to the hedge of roses in front of 
them, and the clusters of creamy bloom hang- 
ing over the veranda. ‘fhe roses have been 
blooming ever since we came to Italy. It is 
always rose-time here. You remember how 
Marion Crawford strewed his wife's pathway 
with roses on Christmas Day at Sorrento. We 
can find a flowery land for our honeymoon at 
any season of the year.” 

‘*But why wait a year? Can you not prove 
me trusty and true in less than a year?” 

“You are so impatient,” she said, plucking a 
handful of roses, and scattering the petals at 
her feet. ‘‘ A year is so short a time.” 

“Short, love! Why, eight weeks have seemed 
an eternity to me without you; and you honored 
me just now by saying that the time has ap- 
peared long, even to you—even to my liege 
lady, sitting serene in her palace of art, paint- 
ing contadinas and their olive-faced offspring— 
even to you, whose love is as a thread of silk 
against a cable, compared with mine. Even to 
you, my mistress and my tyrant.” 

‘That was because you were so far away. 
But there will be nothing to hinder our seeing 
each other, as often as you may find con- | 
I have set my heart upon painting 


venient. C 
steadily fora twelvemonth, without any dis- 


tractions.” 

‘* There is no such place as Venice for a 
painter, Think of the Misses Montalba, and 
the splendid work they have done at Venice. 
Would you not like to be like them?” 

** Would I not like to be like Titian?” 

“* Well, Venice will be your treasury ; Venice 
will fillthat busy brain with ideas. You shall 


be fed upon pictures old and new—the new 
living pictures in the narrow streets and 
canals ; the old mastersin the churches and 
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palaces. You shall learn of Tintoret and 
Veronese. You shall paint as much as you 
like. You shall have no distractions. We 


shall be strangers there, can live as we choose. 
Summer is the time for Venice, Allegra. 
Benighted English people have an idea that 
Italy is a place to winter in, and they go and 
shiver in marble palaces, and watch the 
torrential rain beating against windows that 
were never meant to shut out bad weather. 
The Italians know that their land isa land of 
summer, and they know how to enjoy sunny 
days and balmy nights. You don’t know how 
delicious life is on the Lido when the night is 
only a brief interval of starshine betwixt sun- 
set and dawn. You don’t know what a dream 
of delight itis to float along the lagoons and 
watch the lamp-lit city melt into the mists of 
evening, to the faint sound of music and song. 
A great many things of beauty have been 
turned to ugliness, Allegra, since printing and 
the steam engine were invented; but, thank 
God! Venice is not one of them. You will 
think of my plan, won’t you, love? At the 
least, it is a thing to be considered.” 

‘Anything you say is worthy to be con- 
sidered, George. And now come in and see 
Isola and Martin.” 

He felt that he had gone far enough—he felt 
that it were unwise to press the question too 
much at first. He meant to be gently per- 
sistent ; and he meant to have his own way. 

He followed Allegra into the drawing-room— 
aroom full of light and sunshine, which had 
been beautified and made homelike by the ad- 
dition of a few Japaneseries and a little old 
Italian furniture which Martin Disney had 
picked up at a bric-a-brac shop in the Via Vit- 
torio Emanuelo. There were flowers every- 
where, in the bright Italian pottery, with its 
varieties of form and coloring. To Hulbert’s 
fancy it was the prettiest room he had seen for 
an age. 

** You seem to have made yourself uncom 
monly comfortable here,” he said, after cordial 
greetings, settling down into a Madeira chair 
near Isola’s little olive wood table, with its litter 
of Tauchnitz novels and fancy work. ‘It isa 
pleasant sensation for a rolling stone who has 
hardly ever known what home means to drop 
into such a nest as this. You will have too 
much of my company, i’m afraid. You'll be 
shocked to hear that I have taken rooms at the 
Anglais, down there,” pointing down the 
valley, ‘‘ within a stone’s throw of you.” 

**We are not shocked. Weare very glad you 
will be near us,” said Isola, smiling at him. 
**It has been a dull life for Allegra, I'm afraid.” 

“Duil! dull in this land of beauty!” cried 
Allegra. ‘‘I have never known a dull hour 
since Icame here; though of course,” with a 
shy glance at her lover, ‘‘I have naturally 
thought sometimes of absent friends, and 
wished they were with me to revel in the love 
liness of these woods and hills.” 

“Well, one of your friends has come to you, 
one who would as gladly have come had you 
been in regions where the sun shines not, or 
where he blazes with devastating fury.” 

Captain Hulbert stayed with them all the 
evening, and planned a sail to Mentone for the 
following day, Isola again begging to be left 
out of their plans, as she had done at Fowey. 

*“You need feel no compunction about leav- 
ing me,” she said. ‘ [ shall be perfectly happy 
in the woods with nurse, and baby, and my 
books.” 

Tney obeyed her, and the little excursion was 
arranged. They were to start soon after the 
early breakfast, carrying what their Italian 
butler called a pique-nique with them, in the 
shape of a well provided luncheon basket: 
Isola sat in the olive wood, watching the white 
sails moving slowly towards Bordighera. It 
was a peerless day, but with scarcely a puff of 
wind ; a day fordreaming on the water rather 
than for rapid progress. The yacht scarcely 
seemed to move as Isola watched her from the 
cushioned corner which Lottchen had arranged 
in an angle of the low stone wall—all amongst 
ferns and mosses, brown orchises and blue 
violets—an angle sheltered by a century-old 
olive, whose gnarled trunk sprawled along the 
ground, rugged and riven, but with another 
century’s life in it. Far down in the valley, 
below the old gateway, a company of cypresses 
rose dark against the blue of the sea, and Isola 
knew that just on that slope of the shore 
where the cypresses grew tallest the graves of 
English exiles were.gsthered. Many a fair 
hope, many a broken dream, many a disap- 
pointed ambition lay at rest under those dark 
spires, within the sound ct that summer sea. 

This was one of many days which the young 
mother spent in the woods or in the garden 
with her baby for her companion, while Allegra 
and the Colonel sailed east or west in the 
Vendetta. Her doctor would have liked her 
to go with them, but she seemed to have an 
absolute aversion to the sea, and he did not 
press the point. 

“Nothing that she dislikes will do her any 
good,” he told Colonel Disney. “ There is no 
use in being persiste:t about anything. 
Fancies and whims stand for a good deal in 





such an illness as hers,” Se 
GA week or two later the same kind doctor 
discovered that his patient was fast losing 


ground. Her strength had flagged consider- 
ably in-ashort time. He recommended change 
of scene. 


“ This quiet life suited her wonderfully well 
for the firat month or so, but we are no longer 
making any headway. You had better try a 
gayer place—a little more life and movement.” 

Martin Disney was ready to obey. He and 
Allegra took counsel together, and then—in the 
lightest strain, one evening after dinner— 
they discussed the notion of a change. 

“Shall we strike our tents, Isola ? 
tired of San Remo?” 

‘““No, Martin. I am tired of myself, some: 
times—never of these olive woods and lemon 
groves, Sometimes the stillness and the very 
beauty of the place make me feel unhappy, 
without knowing why ; but that is a kind of 
unhappiness no one can escape.” 

**I3 there any place in the world within 
tolerably easy reach of this that you would like 
to see, Isola?” asked her husband, 

* Yes, there is one city in the world that I 
have been longing to see ever since I began to 
have thoughts and wishes.” 

** And that is——” 

‘“*Rome! I should like to see Rome before I 
die, Martin; if it were not too troublescma for 
you——” 

“Troublesome! My dearest, can anything 
be troublesome to me if it can but give you 
pleasure? You shall see Rome—not once—but 
again and again,I hope. Iam twenty years 
older than you; but I count upon at least 
thirty years more upon this planet, before I 
blow out my candle and say ‘ Bon soir.’” 

“God grant that you may live toa good old 
age, Martin. The world is better for such_a 
man as you.” 

“The world would b2 no place for me with- 
out my wife,” he said. ‘‘ And so you would 
like to see Rome, Isa? What has put that 
fancy into your head ?” 

‘Oh, it is an old dream, as I said just now. 
And lately I have been talking to Father Rod- 
well, who knows Rome as well as if he were a 
Roman citizen, and he has made me more and 
more anxious to go thera. If it would not bea 
great plague to you, Martin.” 

“On the contrary, it would be a great 
pleasure. We will go to Rome, Isa, if your 
doctor approve. Allegra will like it, I know.” 

* Like it?” echoed Allegra. ‘I shall simply 
be intoxicated with delight. I know the cata- 
logues of all the picture galleries by heart. I 
think I know every one of the seven hills as 
well as if I had walked upon them from my 
childhood. I have read so many descriptions 
of the place and its surroundings—so many 


Are you 


| raptures penned by people whom I have envied 


for nothing else than that. They have known 
Rome ; they have lived in Rome. 

The whole business was easily settled. j Cap- 
tain Hulb>rt was the only person who jre- 
gretted the change. He had been a month at 
San Remo, a month of summer idleness in 
February and March, a month of summer sails 
on an azure sea ; of mountain walks and rides, 
high up from stage to stage, until the region of 
lemon groves and olive woods gave place) to 
the fine forests on the loftier hills. He had 
been able to spend all his days in Allegra's 
society, 

There were no pictures, except in that one 
little gallery at Colla, There was nothing to 
distract her from her lover. In Rome there 
would be all the wonders of the most wonder- 
ful city in the world. It would be art first and 
love second. 

The doctor approved, Father Rodwell wrote 
to an agent in Rome, and after some negotia- 
tion a suite of apartments was fourd on the 
high ground near the Trinita del Monte, which 
seemed to meet ali the requirements of the 
case. The priest vouched for the honesty and 
good faith of the agent, and on his responsibil- 
ity the rooms were taken for the month of 
April, with liberty to occupy them later if it 


were so desired. 
(To be Continued.) 








Correspondence Coupon. 


The above coupon must acoompany every grapho- 
logical study sent in. The Editor requests corres- 
pondents to observe the following rules: 1. Graphological 
studies must consist of at least six lines of original matter, 
Including several capital letters. 2. Letters will be an- 
ewered in their order, unlese under unusual circumstances. 
Correspondents need not take up thelr own amd the editor's 
time by writing reminders and requeete for haste. 8. Quo- 
tations, scraps or postal cards are not studied. 4. Please 
address Correspondence Column. Enclosures unless ac- 
companied by coupons are not studied. 

Tus Pracn —I could not delineste your writing; it is 
too crude. Thanks for your good wishes, which I recipro- 
cate. 

L. A. B.—You omitted to enclose coupon. Kindly send 
another study, as the first one is now destroyed. You did 
not bother me at all, and your letter was very nice. 

Cuarissa.—Lees force, decision and energy—more ap} to 
be led than to lead—the other traits are much the same, 
the writing is less enappy and gentle than O. M. R.’s— 
eurely you are very near relations | 

Vixanw.—You are constant, conservative, sociable, and 
while not very decided in will nor determined in action, 
are selt-assertive, somewhat ambitious, careful of details 
and slightly idealistic. It is nota formed hand. 

Buacksysp Susan —So sorry to refuse you, my dear girl, 
but I really can not study such a very undeveloped writing. 
I ehould paint you so black that you would never fo'give 
me. Yourstudy was correctly sent in every way, but time 
alone can supply what was lacking. 

PALE BLus —This is an independent and snappy study, 
full of energy, erratic in thought, but honest and truthful. 
The writer is impatient of results, strong in aff :otion, fond 
of good things and very self-aesertive—another partially 
developed study, of which I had a eurpius sent in last De- 


ocembtr, 

Horsrut Srar.—t hops you odnié through all right 
Your writiag shows excellent ability and energy—a con: 
etant and firm will, some vivacity, marke assertion, warm 
affection, a liking for ease and comfort, self-esteem, very 
good discretion and a promise cf a noble and charming de- 
velopment. 

OCaxvox.—1. In round numbers about 200,00. 2. You are 
somewhat of a humorist, very liable to be imposed upon 
by those you care most for—without much ambition but of 
an easy-going and optimistic nature ; your adaptability is 
good, perseverance fire. Itisin the will power and snap 
you are wanting. 

©. M. R.—Your writing shows a capable, business like 
and eelf-controtled vature, somewhat practical, and de- 
cidediy willing rather to lead than follow. You are a 
little uncertain in temper, rather diecreet in speech, enjoy- 
ing social pleasures, have a pretty good opinion of your- 
self, and are an independent thinker, with some originality 


of views ;  refloed taste, energetic method and good com- 
mon senee are yours. 


Mopes.—There is no mistake—either address will do—I 
am not a bit particular. Your writing is honest and de- 
cided, ‘showing good temper, sociability and very warm 
affections, some imagination, but a lack of fatuitive per- 
ception. You are rather clever, and would, I am sure, be 
& very pleasant companion. 


Mistress Miaos.—Here is a clever but inconsequent crea- 
ture, rather indiscreet in speech, but with lote of brain 
power, a little wilful, somewhat set in her opinions and 
tenacious of her rights, careless of details, but in spite of 
this apt to turn out good results; slightly ambitious, with 
good self-esteem, a reasoning mind, very controlled affec- 
tions, hasty and sometimes faulty judgment, some impa- 
tience and decided ability. 


Psycus.—I almost think I have studied you before, or 
someone very like you. You are distinctly feminine, unprac- 
tical, clever, and not particularly up to business, jadgment 
is faulty, and discretion not marked—the hand of 7an 
idealist, and also I think of a person hating hard work. 
Would you not rather do without things than work for 
them! At the same time, your writing is not uncultured 
ane possesses truth, self-respect and a high sense of right. 


Mrruisto.—Abundant energy, some lack of self-control, 
sweet temp2r, impulsive action, great truth and candor, 
with excellent caution, facility, variable spirite, at times 
vivacious and sometimes depressed, large self-esteem and a 
fise delight in humor, rather a taste for planning and 
excellent courage and enterprise. The handwriting shows 
need of discipline, but I think time will do for it what it 
needs to make ita very pleasing tout ensemble. I venture 
to say you are popular and a favorite in society. 


DouLy VaRrvgeN.—This writing also ie not fully developed, 
and does not give a satisfactory study. The writer is prac- 
tical rather than romantic, discreet and cautious, but her 
jadgment is faulty, perhaps leading her to mistrust where 
she need not, and vice versa, Perseverance, a will which 
might be more constant, lack of tact, kiand but not loving 
nature, crude taste, and excellent truth and generosity are 
shown. You see, my dear Dolly, that I am forced to give 
you some traits which will undoubtedly displease you, but 
I must remind you that an immature etudy is no good. § 


Rene. —This is rather an ordinary person, fond of talk- 
ing, not always remarkably brilliant, very exact and care- 
fal in all affairs in life, with excellent Sympathy, even 
temper, variable tastes, not averse to novelty ; self-con- 
trolled affection, and a lack of snap and originality, 
but with perseverance and very good though narrow 
judgment, a formalist in iieas, and while reliable, atill 
limited in many particulars. I cannot do this study j istice, 
it lacks signature, and hardly comes within the rules I 
have laid down for correspondents. 


Farisc).—I am afraid your humility is ag3u ned, and that 
you are leading me to my doom in iaviting me to give you 
a good raking over the coals. You are bright and viva- 
cious, facile, easy-z0ing, careless, and full of humor. I 
think your talents deserve more culture than fate has 
vouchsafed to them: wonderful adaptability anda qaick 
perception, but a prejudiced jadgment which more ex- 
perience would correct ; immensely active and enterpris- 
fog miad and a light and airy temperament generally, 
which will help you over many a rough and diffiwult 
place. 

Tue Catr —Your writiog shows an easy-tempered, easily 
discouraged and sensitive person, prore to jidge hastily, 
but not to express yourself so. Repression and caution are 
rather overdone. Your will is constant and reasonably 
strong, and you have decided opinions, excellent truth and 
some courage ; capability of much feeling and good ability 
are visible. Idon’tthink you are at all diplomatic, nor 
have you very q1ick intuitive perceptions Judging trom 
the character of your handwriting, I might have met and 
yet forgotten you, for it might have been one of your retir-. 
ing days. 

Casstz.—1l. A first-class typewriter and stenographer, 
with the precious qualities of discretion and good temper, 
would easily command a good ealary. Asan employment 
for women I see much to commend it. The work is often 
hard, but don’t try to do too much. As to women book- 
keepers, I don’t know any except those who are daughters 
or sistars of people in business. I believe their salaries are 
not extra large. Six hundred dollars is the largeet I know 
of. 2. You have ambition, rather light constancy, great 
buoyancy, perseverance, and decided enterprise ; good 
temper and rather clear judgment are shown. I cannot 
gee any reason agaiost your makiag a success of any calling 
you put your mind to. 

Orus.Lo.—Here she is again: ‘‘ Hoping to see my re- 
ply in the nex’ edition.” I don’t dare ex smine the date cf 
your letter, Miss Othello, but I know this is not the next 
edition by along three months. This lady says: “I have 
been advised by some of my friends to write you in regard 
to my character,” and adds her hopes for the nex) issue 
—writes on bevelled crossbarred paper which destroys all 
character—eo she must not look for muoh satisfaction in 
her study. In fact, I doa’t thiok I can delineate it, and 
must beg her to try agalo, promising t> anewer ber second 
study in the next issue after I receive it, if sh» will write 
on uoruled, plain paper, and believe that I really could 
not please her with this study. 

Youxo Horsrvut.—I could not name the best teacher of 
singing in Toronto, where there are several so successful. 
Each pup! who makes a success vows no master is so good 
as the one who guided her or him. I am sure the one 
you mention was very much appreciated. Taere is no 
comparison between a violin and a harp ; the former is cap- 
able of so much more than the latter in good hands. 2 
Your writing shows determination, ambition, and a rather 
good business head, tenacity of opinion and a decided lack 
of tact and the gift of influenciag others. All your lines 
are strong, hopeful and self-aseertive. You are too out- 
epoken to be always discreet, and you are sometimes hasty 
and incorrect tn your conclusions. 

Mistress Mary.—I am glad you didn’t expect your an- 
ewer in next issue, but you really have had an overlong 
wait. Pray forgive me. And now for your characteristics. 
Your writing shows a very bright and observant faculty, 
great tenacity anda will both steady and strong. You are 
somewhat !dealistic, very sweet-tempered, but at the same 
time sensitive, and love approbation ; affection is warm, 
generosity and candor good, ch-erfulness, hope and some 
originality are shown. You are most constant in purpose, 
but not self-aseertive, in short a truly feminine and very 
attractive atady, with neither littleness nor nervousness, a 
very upright and self-assertive miad, and a liability to err 
through lack of tact, with the best intentions. You are 
careful, but not particularly orderly. 

Farr Eutsx —1. If you address the manuscrip) to the 
editor of the paper (of which you know the address) put 
on the corner of the first page stamps enough for ite 
return, Write a note separately stating your wishes, and 
if you put your full address on both letter and manuscript 
it will be safer, 2 I scarcely uaderstand your question. 
The handsome, religious, stupid and reticent young man 
does not attract me, but he is better than the other; 
neither of ‘em seem very lovable. Don't have anything to 
do with any man who ie ssorilegious and bitter; he will 
influence you, not you him—that is, if he ien't a bigger 
duffsr than you are yourself. 4. I don’t know what you 
mean by your former handwriting. Surely you haven't 
unloaded two studies on me. 5. I doa't approve of young 
gitle who are deficient in sense taking part in theatricals. 
Nive, sensible, self-respecting giris cau do jote of things 
which would nét be advisable for lees blessed maidens, 
Uader proper auspices aud done in a proper spirit, theat- 
ricals are as harmless as any ottier fashionable amusement. 


~~ 


A Young Woman From the West. 


“T bag to be excased, I don’t belong in this 
round-up. I'm off my reservation.” 

That was the peculiar reply a very stylish 
and remarkably handsome young woman made 
when a society reporter struck her for a de- 
scription of gowns, which must have been 
fetching indeed with that girl’s splendid 
brunette beauty inside of them. 

**Oh, well, most everybody is strange here 


now,” was the society reporter's cheerful 














cattle 


7 


response. ‘‘ We are very anxious to have all 
the notable people——” 

“That’s it. I’m not a ‘notable,’” said the 
brisk young woman. “Dad's not an office- 
holder nor an office-seeker. He’s just a plain, 
every-day cattle baron and we're not in it this 
trip. We're stampeded.” 

“* Stampeded |!” 

“Si, we don’t feed with these kind of cattle, 
you know. Our crowd is ‘R; these people all 
belong to the ‘Do’ dash range, and they've 
turned off the water, burned all the grass, cut 
all our fences and stampeded us in great shape. 
Four years from now if you happen to be 
around here you will find the national range in 
the hands of the old bosses again and I’ll have 
no objection to giving you a description of my 
harness. Just now I’ma stray and object to 
being bunched with this outfit.” 

The objections must have been intelligible to 
the society reporter, for they were accepted, 
and the daughter of the ‘plain, every-day 
baron” was excused from being 
‘branded ’ as mixing with a breed of politica 
‘‘cattle” by which she declared she had bean 
“‘stampeded,”— Washington Star. 
se 





At very Uncertain Intervals. 





Dispensary Physician—Take this medicine 


three times a day, after each meal. 
* Dusty Rhodes—Haven’t you forgotten to give 


me part of the prescription? 
Dispensary Physician—-What? 
Dusty Rhodes—The—er—ineal—ticket. 














In the family are more often the résult ¢ ‘3 
disordered digestiont an most peop'e know. 


BEECHAM’S 


will keep peace in a 
Pi i i 8 Jamily, by curing 
Sick Headache, 


Weak Stomach, Impaired Digestion, 

Disordered Liver, Constipation and 

all Bililous and Nervous Disorders 

arising from these cuuses, 

Covered with a Tasteless & Soluble Coating. 

Wholesale Agts, Evans & Sons, Ld, Montreal, ¢ 


For sale by all druggists. 
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GROW THIN 


by using Dr. Edison's Famous 
Pills and Bands and Obesity Fruit 
Salt; it will reduce your weight 
without dieting; is perfectly 
harmless, avd the cost is but 
slight. Send for our eight-column article on Obesity, 
sent free. Order gooés f:om our stores by mail or 
express. Price of bind, $250 and up. Pills, $1 50 
per bottle ; and Fruit Salt, $1.00 per bottle. Address 


LORING & Co. 


Stores at 117 State street, Chicago, Ill., Dept. No. 8; 
2 Hamilton Place, Boston, Mass., Dept. No. 40; 40 
West 221d street, New York city, Dept. No. 40 


The Wealth 
of Health 


Is in Pure Rich 
Blood; to enrich 
the blood is like 
putting money out at interest, 


SCOTT'S 
EMULSION 


Of Pure Norwegian Cod Liver Oji/ 
and Hypophosphites 




















posseses blood enriching properties in 


a remarkable degree. Are vou all run 


down ? Take Scott’s Emulsion. Almost 
as Palatable as Milk. 


get the genuine. 
Prepared only by Scott & Bowne, Belleville. 


Be sure and 





IZOD‘ 


~ PATENT CORSETS 


Are the Best. 
Prepared bya Newand 
Special Scientrfic Process. 
Medical opinion recommends them 
for THE HEALTH. 
Public opinion all over the world 


unanimous that th-y are unsur- 
passed for COMFORT. STYLE. 
AND DURABILITY. Sau 
my «every TOWN THROVGHOLD 
Tas Wortp. Namé and T 





Mark, Anchor, on every and 
box. "Ask your Draper or titer & 
for IZOD'S make; take no Other, 
and see you get them, as bad makes 
are often sold torsake of extra = 
Write for our sheet of Draw , 


E. IZOD & SON. 


80, Milk 8t., London, 
: LANDPORT, HANTS. 








PISO’S CURE FOR 


\VEBYWEHERE. 
CONSUMPTION 
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The Drama. 


HOSE who indiscriminately con- 
demn plays, players and play- 
going should pay an educational 
visit tothe Grand this week and 
see matchless Marlowe interpret 
dramas written by the world’s 
greatest thinker. Such people 

would find themselves lost in admiration and 
moved by an intensity of feeling previously 
unknown to them. Shakespeare stands far 
above all others; Julia Marlowe invests his 
characters with a beauty, a grace and a purity 
never surpassed. Be she Viola, Juliet or Rosa- 
lind, she possesses an innocence and a lovely 
purity of nature and soul that sanctifies 
the stage and charms all beholders. It is 
difficult to express exactly whatI mean. Miss 
Marlowe always impresses me, when playing 
her favorite roles, as the embodiment of good- 
ness and all that is admirable in woman. She 
does nothing to create such an illusion—it is 
as though her inner consciousness radiates un- 
seen and is felt and understood of all observers, 
It isnot art, but arare gift from heaven, as 
superior to cultivated art as Niagara is to its 
photograph. 





I will not atcempt to dissect Miss Marlowe's 
acting. The ablest critics in America are sc 
far unable to explain the methods whereby she 
achieves such delightful results, One is aware 
that there are missing words when he attempts 
description, and all he can wisely do is to re- 
commend all to place themselves under the 
charming influence. I hope that Manager 
Stinson is well pleased with his Canadian 
tour ani that this young lady, who is surely 
destined to be the greatest of living actors, 
will visit Toronto often in the future. Every 
season shows a marvelous development of her 
gifts. 


. 

On Tuesday night Miss Marlowe made her 
first appearance before a Toronto audience in 
Shakespearean tragedy as Juliet. The beauti- 
ful poetry of this play, in which the most in- 
tense and opposite passions have expression, 
finds in Miss Marlowe a beautiful and poetic 
embodiment of Shakespeare's lofty idea of the 
strength and devotedness of a woman's affec- 
tion. Those who had never seen the part acted 
before were perfectly satisfied that the char 
acter had been as faitnfully portrayed as hu- 
mian art and native artlessness could produce 
it: while those who had memories of great 
Juliets surely were unable to find scope for 
adverse criticism. There is a fresh grace 
in Miss Marlowe’s simple actions and beauti- 
ful young face, which reveals a tempera- 
ment admirably suited to the portray- 
ing of the unrestrained affection and 
woe of the heroine. To believe herto be na- 
turally fitted for the part, and to behold her 
wearing it was to be convinced that Miss Mar 
owe is an ideal Juliet. It should be left to in 
dividual preferences to select the scene in 
which she most excelled, her manner was so 
faultless. In the old favorite, the balcony 
scene, she perhaps exhibited at her best the 


delicate yet agitated ardor of feminine blood | 


in a Southern clime ; while in the poison scene 
and at the tomb nothing could be more touch- 
ing than her portrayalof Juliet’s unswerving 
devotion to one love—that true and brightest 


gem in a woman’s crown of love. Her death 
wa3 the more touching because of its simpli 
city; not in tempest but gently, and in the 


sweet abandonment of complete despair does 
she fall asleep on her lover's breast. How like 
the course of unmet love—content todie at the 
spot where it may not feast. Nothing more need 
be said, except that itis not hard to prophesy 
for this brilliant actress a wider fame for her 
Juliet ; as her eyes to the torches, so her art to 


other Juliets shall “teach them to burn 
brighter.” As Romeo Mr. Taber was graceful, 
and delivered himself with the freedom of 


much art. The robustious, mirthful Mercutio 
was fully lived by Mr. Coleman, while the rest 
of the support was excellent. 


Spider and the Fly proved a big drawing 
card at the Toronto Opera [louse, Why it is 


thus called it is difficult to understand, for, } 
excepting very fine scenic representation of | 


a spider web with ita usually well stocked 
larder, there is no spider or fly to be 


seen throughout the 
is a pantomimic performance of a fairy 


tale. The scenery was good indeed, but | 


then that is nothing unusual at Jacobs & Spar 


row’s, and with the aid of different-colored | 


lights and the artistic grouping of nymphs 
attired in picturesque costumes, some exceed 
ingly pretty effects were attained. On the 
other hand the evolutions were not gone 
through with any great degree of precision ; 
the voices of the singers were not above the 
average,and the acting of the principal per- 
formers was not remarkable. 


Side Tracked served to bring out the touch 
of iawlessness that runs through every son and 
daughter of Eve. Everyone laughed and ap- 
plauded at the high-handed manner in which 
a highly idealized tramp carried everything 
in that peculiar town in which he found 
himself, and which must be an Elysium 
for the members of his profession. He 
was a remarkable character. He actually 
persuaded a lunch-counter girl to give him a 
free meal, bluffs the town policeman, terror 
izes a railroad superintendent and finally 
runs a law court. Colonel Denison would 
have sent that man down in short order, | 


whole play, which | 


The very improbable character was well 
acted by Jule Walters, who carries the 
whole play on his shoulders, Patrick McGinty 
is the same comedy policeman that we have 
seen so often, who sings, dances and displays 
more discretion than valor. Frank Cloud acted 
the part well, as did Charles Bradley that of 
Fritz Grabholt. The other characters in the 
piece were weak ané@the acting did not redeem 
them. The specialty acts were good and great- 
ly pleased the audience. Mackin and Murphy 
were very funny. Rawson, the club-swinger, 
did some of the most extraordinary club work 
that has ever been seen in Toronto, and Chas. 
Bradley gave a good imitation of a band and 
did some fair yodling. 


Powers, in David Garrick, will close the in- 
augural season of Kleiser’s Star Course next 
Thursday evening at the Pavilion, The plan 
of seats at Nordheimer’'s is filling up rapidly. 

* 





The Boston Symphony Club will be at the 


Grand next Tuesday evening, the house being 


dark for the rest of the week. The Academy 
also will be dark with the exception of Friday 
night, and the fact is brought home to us that 
the season is really over. 

* 


Gorman’s Minstrels are clever and are draw- 
ing good houses at the Academy, the last three 
nights of this week. 


Mugg’s Landing will be the attraction at 
Jacobs and Sparrow's next week, 
7 


Treasurers Hill and Park of the Academy of 
Music will be tendered a testimonial on Friday, 
May 5, by Manager Fred Whitney, who has 
secured the famous Schirmer-Mapleson Opera 
Company. No doubt the theater will be packed 
to overflowing by the many friends of these 
popular young gentlemen. 


Prof. R. Steudell is to be seen in the curio 
hall of the Musee this week, playing with the 
“deadly wire,” exhibiting captured meteors, 
bottled lightning, and otherwise displaying his 
powers over the mysterious forces of nature. 
On the stage near him is the Liliputian Queen, 
Jennie Quigley, whom Gulliver brought from 
Liliputia, a remote province of Mesopotamia. 
Miss Quigley sings in a small, clear, childish 
voice and could give a great many bigger sing- 
ers points in articulation. Chas, Young, the 
wire worker, is engaged for this week and has 
on exhibit the plan of a screen which, when 
finished, will form an alcove which he intends 
to_exhivit at the Toronto Exhibition. The 
design is extremely artistic and the: propor- 
tions have been well kept. Thecentral part over- 
head represents a spider’s web and the whole 
will light up with about a hundred tiny incan- 
descent lamps, producing a very pretty effect. 
The idea and workmanship do the designer 
great credit. Down in the theater Ida Morello 
proves that she is capable of existing upon 
very little by the easy and graceful manner in 
which she maintains her equilibrium on a 
slack wire, while her partner balances himself 
on his chin ona bottle. McMahon and King 
do some very good trick and wing dancing and 
Charles Goodyear tells a lot of funny stories. 
Charles Roach and Ada Castleton are the last 
upon the list and go in for heavy tragedy with 
an energy that fetched the house down. 








Miss Hemming. 





Miss Edith C.S. Hemming, whose portrait 
is given on our first page this week, is an 
artist whose removal to Toronto from the his- 
toric city of Quebec, is sure to make a stir in 
local art circles, and she well merits the atten- 
tion we devote to her. Toronto has deprived 
Quebec of one in whom that city and province 
felt a lively pride. As a portrait painter Miss 
Hemming is unsurpassed, as the walls of her 
studio in the Confederation Life Building prove. 
It may be said that she comes of a family of 
painters. Her father, who occupies the Gov- 
ernment position of accountant of the Province 
| of Quebec, devoted much of his early life to the 
artists’ profession, and to this day is an exact 
| critic. Mrs, Rymer, a successful landscape 
| painter of London, Eng.,is an aunt of Miss 
| Hemming'’s; Theodore Blake Wirgman, the 
| famous London portrait painter, is a cousin ; 
that Hemming whose name is synonymous with 
| the art of church window painting is another 
| cousin, while an uncle, G. W. Hemming, Q.C., 
of London, has won great reputation for his 
work in sculpture, which, however, he only 
| follows as a pastime. 
| From her childhood drawing and coloring 
have been Miss Hemming’s favorite occupa- 
| tion, and when quite a young girl her pen and 
| ink sketches were regarded as wonderfully 
| talented. A number of years ago she painted 
some wreaths of maple leaves as presents for 
friends, with such exactitude as to coloring 
and light and shade that few would be- 
lieve that they were not real leaves pasted on 
to paper. Seeing her great talent in reproduc 
ing, her friends advised her to apply herself 
to portrait painting, and from that time to the 
present her life has been a series of successes. 
| At. first, untilshe became known, work was 





| not plentiful, but for years back Miss Hemming 
has never known what it is to catch up to her 
orders, In fact, so universally was her work 
| admired that all the other artists left Quebec, 
leaving the fleld to Miss Hemming and one 
other—a young Frenchman. Bat Quebec 
has not by any means been the only 
| place from which she has received com- 
missions, for numbers of her portraits 
| have been painted for people in England, Scot- 
| land, different States of the Union and all 
parts of Canada; even Bermuda and Borneo 
have added their quota of patronage. Perhaps 
the greatest secret of her success has lain in 
her capacity for portraying a lifelike expres- 
sion. Her coloring, too, of the face differs from 
that of many artists’ work in that it is not 
overdone, but is an exact representation of 
flesh tints. By far the hardest test to which 
an artist's brush can be put is to paint correctly 
the portrait of a dead person from some miser- 
able fragment of a photograph. Her aptness 
at this work has been the means of making 
her many friends, some of whom hearing that 
she was about to leave Quebec took the oppor- 
| tunity to express in letters the great satisfac- 
tion they had been able to obtain from her 
portraits of those that would otherwise have 
been entirely lost to them. 

One of Miss Hemming’s greatest achieve- 
































































ments was a reproduction, last year, of the 
famous large altar picture by Lebrun in the 
world-famed church of Ste. Anne de Beaupre. 
The original was presented to the shrine in 
1666 by the Marquis de Tracy. Photographs of 
this reproduction are being sold in hundreds of 
thousands all over the world. 

Some of the paintings which brought Miss 
Hemming into the greatest prominence were 
portraits of the late Sir Andrew Stuart (late 
Chief Justice of Quebec) and his wife, Lady 
Stuart, the Hon. Mr. Masson (ex-Lieut.-Gover- 
nor of Quebec), Cardinal Taschereau, the late 
Colonel Rhodes (late Commissioner of Crown 
Lands in Quebec), the late Major Short (killed 
in the last Quebec fire), besides many others of 
influential people not known in Toronto. 

A pleasing tribute came the other day from 
the wife of the Hon. Louis Beaubeau, Minister 
of Agriculture for Quebec, who has had a num- 
ber of family portraits painted by Miss Hem- 
ming, in the shape of a letter of enquiry which 
closed with the words : 

“T trust, dear Miss Hemming, that you will 
be able to say you are doing very well soon. It 
seems to me that it cannot fail to be so when 
you are better known.” 

Miss Hemming is sister of W. Hemming and 
H, Hemming, President and manager of the 
Hemming “Bros. Co., Ltd., both of whom are 
well known in Toronto, Her brothers feeling 
that she had not sufficient scope for her proven 
talent in the old rock city, have induced her to 
come to Toronto and the numbers of commis- 
sions already received augur well for her suc- 
cess in our city. 


-_ 


The Early House-Keeper. 








HE only connection between spring 
and the early house-keeper is that 
the more backward the spring 
the earlier the house-keeper. To- 
day she walks the earth with 

triumphant eye, asking her friendsif they have 
begun to house-clean. She has, thank heaven. 
She does like to get her spring cleaning over 
early. Her imagination feeds on dusters, 
shrouded furniture, wet floors slowly drying 
with soapy smells, and the aroma of furniture 
polish. The early house-keeper supports her 
family on the bread and water of affliction. 
She at least does not believe in pampering the 
flesb, whatever follies other housewives may 
practice. The dust going up to heaven from 
the back yard where a man and a boy are ex- 
periencing the benefits of rapid and continuous 
exercise on the family carpets, is as incense to 
her soul. She keeps an eye on them out of the 
back windows, and the man, who has “ sized” 
the early house-keeper at a glance, knows that 
if necessary he will apprehend the appari- 
tion of a head draped in a duster after the 
manner of the sphinx. Any sensible hibernat- 
ing animal would be ashamed to be seen out 
walking when the early house-keeper begins to 
clean. But misery is economy in her eyes and 
she would rather save a cent than make a dollar. 
What to her is the frozen and unbeautiful 
nose of her spouse? The fires can’t be 
lit, for that makes dust. O, cleanliness, in 
thy name what atrocities are committed! 
Some women clean invisibly, a room at a time, 
and the unsuspecting family are lured along 
untillo! the house-cleaning is over and gone. 
An unusually wide-awake husband may have 
seen a female, not a fixed attachment of the 
house, disappearing through the back entry 
with a pail and a broom, but that is all the evi- 
dence of house-cleaning there is in this Eden. 
The early house-keeper first renders uninhabit- 
able every room in the house, and then with 
vast commotion builds up the fabric of for- 
mer days, on the principle that nothing shall 
be again where it was before. She would pre- 
fer doing it all herself, but since it is impossi- 
ble to consume sufficient soap alone she hires 
unskilled labor at the lowest possible sum. 
Having a narrow brain she does not see that 
spending the next week in bed is poor economy. 
But do not hope to teach her. She cannot 
learn. PENNY. 





Out of Debt. 


EXT tothe man whois an early riser 
on principle, probably no person is 
more conceited than the fellow who 
has just got out of debt. 

I wasanyway. The position had 
all the charm of novelty for me. It wes one 
that in my sanguine moments I had dreamt of 
and my créditors doubtless hoped for. It was 
the result of much arithmetic, a good deal of 
swearing-off, and an unexpected windfall, 
especially the windfall. I confess to an exuber- 
ant overflow of good spirits when I fully realized 
the happy fact. In the first joy of my emanci- 
pation from bills and I O U's, I was unselfish 
enough to feel a brotherly pity, not to say con- 
tempt, for less fortunate people. I had scarcely 
filed away my last receipt when I longed 
to preach the delights of cash payments and 
the iniquity of living beyond one’s means. J 
could scarcely refrain from warning some of 
my friends whol knew had tailors to dodge 
and notes torenew. I was fairly bubbling over 
with the consciousness of the soundness of my 
monetary position. 

I told my family that in future when I 
wanted a coat, I had made up my mind to go 
on wanting it, unless I had the dollars in hand 
to pay for it. I felt like a millionaire, at least 
I did so for about a day and ahalf. It was 
fully twice that time before I graaped the fact 
that although I could look all my creditors in 
the face, I wasn't exactly a Vanderbilt, 

A week convinced me that being out of debt 
didn’t mean that one wasrich. Ina fortnight 
I found my wife weeping over our poverty. 

‘IT never have a dollar in my pocket now 
that we pay cash for everything,” she said, 
‘‘and I'm sure the price of beef has gone up; 
it’s like eating money to pay fifteen centsa 
pound for bones and all.” 

The fact was that we were beginning to see 
that we would have to practice economy if we 
didn’t begin to run bills again, and we differed 
a little as to what things were necessaries, 

“That roast cost seventy-five cents; if we 
must save, let's give up having meat for din- 
ner. I could have bought ribbon to trim my 
hat with the money thrown away upon just 
one meal.” 

I expostulated and told Mary that her hat 
looked very pretty as it was, and she could 
easily do without any fresh trimming for it. 
























And then she remarked that vegetarians were 
well known to be remarkably healthy and that 
people in India lived on rice. I soon found 
that being out of debt is not an unmixed 
blessing until you and your family 
get used toit. There are apt to be domestic 
surprises in store for you. When cash runs 
low the coal-bin does the same thing, and it 
takes all the calcvlation and forecast of the 
entire household to successfully grapple with 
these emergencies, You lose your self-reliant 
way of being able to decide what you want, for 
someone else is equally sure you don’t want it 
at all, and somehow or other you sadly come to 
the conclusion that although being out of debt 
may be a great moral prop, it is, like many of 
the dreams of life fulfilled, not what one ex- 
pected. J. M. Logs. 





A Chess Joke. 





HREE young men are enjoying a 
huge joke at the expense of the 
ancient and experienced chess 
‘players who frequent the chess- 
room of the Atheneum Club. 

A well contested game is cure to attract a 
number of these to the table at which the com- 
bat is taking place, and for some time past the 
appearance of two of the young men aforesaid 
has been the signal for a general rush for a 
good position from which to view the magni- 
ficent display of chessmanship which always 
follows, The other young man is the only one 
of the three who is well known by the regular 
habitues ; he has invested his two fellow con- 
spirators with a reputation for being two crack 
players, and as such they are looked up to by 
all who witness their game. 

It is really too bad to undeceive those who 
have so often formed an admiring audience, 
but the joke is too good to keep quiet, and as I 
stumbled upon the solution of what certainly 
seemed a mystery—for I was acquainted with 
both the players and was as astounded as any- 
one to see them put up a game worthy of 
Staunton or Anderssen—I feel no compunction 
whatever in exposing the ruse. 

The games played are nothing more nor less 


than a series of championship matches in‘ 


which the combatants were Anderssen, 
Stemitz, Staunton, Bird and others, and all 
they dois to learn one of these games off by 
heart and then play it move for move as it was 
originally fought out, 

Last Saturday their game was the Anders- 
sen-Staunton match of 1851, and as I happened 
to have but recently followed the contest move 
for move myself from a book which contains a 
number of such matches, I got on to the little 
racket, 

My only wonder is that some of the old heads 
nave not done so before this. UNcLE ARTIE. 





Call in the Members. 





HE suggestions for the improve- 
ment and beautification of the 
new Parliament buildings in the 
Park have been many and varied, 
and have been consistently steerea 

clear of by the affable architect. There is a 
matter, however, in the nature of a sugges. 
tion which should meet with the approbation 
of all concerned, 

The proposal is that a plot of ground, say 
four or five acres immediately in rear of the 
building, be fenced in and laid out asa farm, 
with the necessary outbuildings, animals, and 
other accessories of bucolic life,so as to make 
the institution homelike and cheerful for the 
honest farmers who form the great majority of 
the representatives of this enlightened pro- 
vince. It is only fair that when they con- 
descend to spare somuchof their valuable 
time for such a paltry sum,in considering 
affairs of moment, that their comfort and 
pleasure should be to some slight extent ’con- 
sidered, 

The outlay in the firat instance need not be 
very great, and the return in the shape of gar- 
den sass and new laid eggs would be an item 
only second in importance to the indirectly 
beneficial effects upon the councils of our 
country. 

What a relief and pleasure it would be to 
these decent grangers after being worried half 
todeath with the discussion of ‘‘preambies” and 
‘** whereas’s,” concocted with a special view to 
their mystification by city lawyers, to be able 
to step out the back way and get a breath of 
fresh air, or an onion or something. 

What a safety-valve and satisfaction, after 
having been sat upon by the unfeeling speaker, 
to be able to drop around the corner and boss 
the hired man, of which article an extra sup- 
ply might ve kept on hand for the purpose. 

What could dispel uncomfortable feelings of 
homesickness more effectively than the cheer- 
ful, friendly and companionable greetings of 
the geese ; and what relieve the severe mental 
strain of tackling the ‘Ditches and Water- 
courses Act” better than the negotiation of a 
horse trade with a member of the Opposition ¢ 

Itis even within the range of possibility that 
by thus supplying the members with all the 
comforts of home they might be induced to 
prolong the session right up to the cucumber 
season, to the unspeakable benefit of consti- 
tuents. 

After they had left for their dens in the back 
townships, the good work might be taken up 
by the civil servants, who could chase the 
vegetables as far as harvest time, their report 
being considered at the next session clause by 
clause. 

There is a “‘gaol farm” and an “asylum 
farm.” Why should our M. L. A.’s be alone 
debarred from these special agricultural privi- 
leges? G, J. A, 





Miss Jessie A. Ackerman, World's W.C.T U. 
missionary, had a novel adventure on her 
recent trip from Australia to Singapore. The 
steamer stopped iwo days among the pearling 
fleet on the great pearling grounds of the 
world, out beyond sight of land, where thir- 
teen hundred men are working. Here Miss 
Ackerman put on the diving dress and went 
down sixty feet, to the ocean’s bed, and saw 
for herself ‘the wonders of the deep.” She is 
the first woman to make the experiment, and 
much relief was felt when she returned to the 
boat in safety. 

























Wabergoona 





For Saturday Night. 
Up looms the sun o’er blue Oatario’s verge, «+ 
And som bre shadows into daylight merge ; 
O'er *Rouille behold a brighter sheen, 
And on the leaf a paler, truer green, 
And in the heavens that gorgeous, golden light 
That follows in the footete, . of the night. 


A trumpet sounds ; it is the morning call ; 
Another sentinel is on the wall ; 

And roll of drum and sound of stern command 
Bid Somnus from closed eyelids lift hie wand. 
Then first of all from meagre wigwams near 
Comes Wabegoona, timid as a deer, 

While joyous songsters warbling overhead 
Keep rhythmic cadence for her airy tread. 
And ne’er did moocasin olothe daintier feet, 
Or buckskin kirtle drape a form more neat, 
Or fairer face, or flaer moulded arm 

Add to the beauty of a maiden’s charm ; 

A princess of the wilderness is she, 

The daughter of the chieftain, Pau-koo-gee. 


But hark! the dipping of an oar is heard ; 

She starts, she trembles like a frightened bird, 

And near an arbor vit« takes her stand, 

Just ae the light canoe grates on the sand. 

‘Tis he, the man she loves, brave Jean Le Cour, 
The bold commander of the fortress there ; 

And now her pulees throb—her beart beate fast— 
Her breath comes quick—on hini her eyes are cast— 
Those wondrous eyes—so fond with love's warm glow— 
And as they gezs, how fonder still they grow— 
Then pensive seem when he has passed her by 
Unnoticed, ae she breathes her love-lorn sigh. 


The spell is o’er. Within her light canoe, 

Fair Wat egoona races with the Mew. 

Her ashen paddle cleaves the foam-tipped waves, 
And glistens in the sunshine like a star; 

The birch. bark's prow the dancing waters lave, 
And form a furrow tossing cff afar— 

But eee ! she pauses in her bold career ; 

The sound of voices falls upon her ear. 

She looks about—she scans the waters wide— 

She starte—she dips the good blade at her side— 
Tarne her frail oraft, and frightened, hurries back, 
With a dark host of warriors on her track. 

She gains the shore—ehe hastens to the fort— 

She finds Le Cwur at nine-ping in the court, 

And as he looke upon her in surpriee, 

“The Ircqucis! the Ircquoie! They come!” she criea 


Up epriogs Le Ccear. Of goodly form ie he, 
Ot kindly feature, and with heart as free 
And jocund as the songster’s roundelay. 

One glacce he caets far o'er the waterway, 
‘*To arms! to arms! my gallant men !” he cries. 
Soon all is ready for the storm to break, 

And all are brave ; none will his post forsake, 
Noteven Wabegoona standing near 

With heart pulsating with unnerving fear. 
Beside Le Creur she takes her faithful stand, 
With bow and arrow ready in her hand, 

As if to guard him from his eavage foee— 

Or else to share with him his coming woes. 


The fight is on ; the murderous rifise crack ; 
The booming musketoons have answered back, 
And on the earth beneath the pine tree's shade 
Full many a painted form ip death is laid. 

The woods resound with echoes dire and loud, 
While overhead the thickening battle-cloud 
Floate darkly round to dim the light of day, 
And bring unto the garrison dismay. 

A breech is forced, and with an awful din, 
Their savage enemies have sprung within. 
Taey rush—they swerve—they falter—now they close 
Le Cour it seems will fall beneath his foes— 
His sabre fells an Ircquois before him, 

Just as the howling band is rushing o'er him ; 
And Wabegoona sends an arrow flying 

To add another to the many dy ing— 

But now, oh, see! a spear darte at his breast— 
She springs between—her falling tells the rest ! 
And prone she lies upon the rugged ground, 
Gasping and bleeding from a fatal wound. 


Fierce tho’ the conflict, swift ite end draws nigh ; 
The foemen waver—talter—weaken— fly. 

In that bold charge they counted not the cost, 
And half their number died and all is lost. 

Unto the wilderness to hide theie shame, 

They elink away as stealthy as they came. 


Fall soon Le Cceur, the desperate battle won, 

Remenuibers all the watchful maid has done ; 

Remembers her fond interest, her sigh ; 

Remembers, too, the love light of her eye ; 

And with a solemn, melancholy grace, 

He bears her gently from the gory place ; 

And utters imprecations on his foes, 

And counts her death the saddest of his woes. 
Matcoim W. Sparrow. 





* Rouille wae the origioal name of the old French fort 
which stood on the site of the Exhibition grounds at To- 
ronto. The monument near the lake shore marks the place. 
The fort was built by order of the French king in 1745, and 
a few years later wae designated Fort Toronto. M. W.S. 


From Far Away. 


Yor Saturday Night. 
Far, faraway. Fsom where 
The ecented breezes blow ; 
Cooling the sailor's brow 
At night or io the stifling heat of day 
In Oriental halls, etirring the silken curtaing 
In the homes of indolent princes. 
Far, faraway. From where 
The plague wind blows; 
Spreading the tainted air o’er English meadows 
Acd the restless sea ; 
Or in the crowded cities of the West, 
Filling the fast spreadiog equares, 
Where sleep the lonely dead. 
Far, far away. From where 
The breath of quiet comes, 
Sootbing the harassed mind to rest, 
And in the silent night closing the fretful lips 
That ope’ to moan and rail against the Omnipotent. 
Bert Kauvy. 


Down By The Gate. 


For Saturday Night. 

There is dew on the grasa and the throstle ie still, 

Bat the orickete are piping above on the bill, 

The fire flies are lighting their lanterns, and see ! 

There's the smile of the moon through the boughs of the 
tree, 

And I catch the perfume of the rose as I wait 

For the sound of ‘light feet tripping down to the gate. 





Wiil she come? Will she come? cries a hope in my heart, 
Till the etir of a leaf makes me tremble and start, 

And I peer through the duek till my eyes are ablur 
With a warm mist of love that is only for her. 

O the minutes drag by like the slow feet of fate 

As I listen and look for her down by the gate. 


There's a step on the path, there's a glimmer of white, 
And the darkness around me grows suddenly bright, 
And there's no one to see save myself and the moon, 
This fairest of all the roses of June. 
With a soft hand in yours would not you linger late 
For another “‘ good night” o’er the bare of the gate? 

A. A. 8. 


Good Lung Power. 


Mr. Wickwire—What is that woman across 
the way trying to sing? 

Mrs, Wickwire—My Sweetheart's the Man in 
the Moon. 

Mr. Wickwire— Well, if he don’t hear her, it 
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Between You and Me. IN THREE PARTS—PART I. night about a mile from the Frog Lake settle- | some instances the roofs were gone and the 
— ment, Not a living soul had been met since ; gable ends torn out, and in the little garden 
verge, -« 6 & a Soman thet EPISODES OF TH E RI EL REBELLION. Edmonton had been left, and the truth or un- | plots were to be seen the remains of hacked 
erge; ou tilek there. fe « ssnceraesiencenainaanyennnasieta truthfulness of the rumors regarding the ; and broken furniture, farm utensils and agri- 
’ great deal of sense in BY GEORGE B BROOKS. pater was still in doubt. That morning cultural implements ; the mill was a complete 
iden light that little sentence? pet ro ‘aan — and cold, aftera night of heavy | ruin, more than half burnt down, the circular 
ght. There are mustardy in — ‘as se ole ri ghtning and thunder. It was a cheer- | saws twisted, broken and scattered about. 
wn, wi eee north of the nort ranch 0 €) go into any details of the plan of campaign is | /€8s task turning out at daybreak, to don wet | The church had not been spared. Its roof was 
call ; ’ ai giana Saskatchewan river is a locality of unnecessary at this late date ; it is sufficient to clothes, pack up wet tents, and resume a march ; Zone, one end of it was a mass of charred 
women, & gary surpassing loveliness. Grander | say that the command in chief of the Govern- | with sore feet, and not a few in the 91st con- timber, the bell that once swung in its little 
peg women, and oily women, and creamy women, scenery can be seen in several | ment forces devolved upon Sir Fred Middleton, cluded that soldiering at the front in a hostile belfrey was broken and lying in the church- 
See 7 and sugary women, and if they could only be other portions of the Dominion of | at that time the Commander-in-Chief of the | Country was not the pleasant affair it is on the | yard almost hidden in the grass ; even the few 
got together in the proportions mentioned in Canada, but it is doubtful if any-| Canadian Militia, and that he divided his | Streets of a city. | Wooden crosses and grave-stones had not been 
— the cook book, they would make the loveliest | where else the general landscape is so pleas- | forces into three parts, one of which, under his At church parade that Sunday morning, | 8Pared, but had been torn from the ground and 
sad, mayonnaise to anoint the salad of life. And ing. It lacks the stupendous features of the | own immediate command, was to proceed from | when the men formed in hollow square were strewn about the mounds marking the 
r feet, the necessity for keeping it cool, and avoiding | Rockies, with their snow-covered peaks, | Qu’Appelle north-west to the relief of Prince | under a leaden sky, they were addressed by | 8T4ves. But perhaps the most pathetic sight 
neat, alike the hot breath of anger and the simmer- | glaciers, canyons and waterfalls ; the weird | Albert ; the second, under command of Lieut.- | General Strange. He alluded to the hardships | #24 remembrance of what had once been a 
ing fret of worry would be a distinct blessing, | sublimity and lonesomeness of the Saugenay | Col. Otter, to proceed to the relief of Battle-! of the journey and to the cheerfulness with | Peaceful settlement, peopled by industrious 
a5 would it not? But our mayonnaise is continu- | river, but for pastoral beauty and for pretty | ford; and the third, under the command of | which they had been borne. He pointed out Ontario and Quebec yeomen, was the torn 
isis, ally getting too much salt or too little, too| peeps of scenery that portion of the Dominion | General Strange, a retired officer of the Imper- | that the column was only a few hours’ march | books, scraps of letters and dilapidated pictures 
much vinegar and curdled cream, too much oil | east of the Rockies, west of Lake Winnipeg | ial army, to the relief of Edmonton, and thence | from the Frog Lake settlement and that the | !ying around the burnt cabins. Many of the 
rd ; of fair words and false promises, too much | and the Nelson and Churchill rivers, north of | to Frog Lake and Fort Pitt, all three places at | fate of the settlers there would be known in a ; b00ks, or rather what remained of them, 
= bird, sugar of sentimentality, too much mustard of! the Saskatchewan and bounded on the north | that time believed to be surrounded by rebels | short time—before the sun set again ; and he; Were Of a religious character, some in Eng- 
aa smart criticism, too much pepper of hot temper | by the Bad Lands, and that portion of territory | and in a state of siege. The 91st battalion was | concluded by calling on all to give three cheers | Jish, some in French; others were school 
ecu, and impatience—with these we spoil the may | which is under the shadow of the Arctic Circle, | ordered to report itself to General Strange and | for the Queen in honor of her birthday. The | 090Ks, and on the fly-leaves were the names 
ere: onnaise which we prepare for the adornment | has a beauty of its own not surpassed in Eng: | to take part in the expedition under his com- | cheers were given with heartiness, and onward | 0f those who had once owned and perused 
eats fast— of our salads, and the result pleasech not. land or in beautiful Prince Edward Island. It | mand for the relief of Edmonton. once more the column proceeded, very cau- | them. Nota living soul was to be seen about 
yes are cast— * is a rolling country of deep black soil, rising| Never did a regiment of volunteers leave | tiously, with a strong advance guard, As the | the p.ace, the only welcome the soldiers re- 
e's warm glow— Oae day lately an amusing pair of lunchers | in places tothe dignity of hills, well wooded! a city with more alacrity and enthusiasm | sun mounted higher and higher, the clouds | ceived being from a poor half-starved collie dog 
| grow— took their place vis-a-vis to me at adown-town | and full of clear lakes, rivers and streams, | for active service, than did the 91st leave | rolled away, the wind lulled and the day | Which stood in the doorway of one of the cabins 
her by restaurant. They were evidently father and | Game, large and small, abounds—moose, | Winnipeg. Every company in it was up to its! turned out beautifully fine, and when the force | #&ging his tail, but apparently afraid to trust 
n sigh. daughter, he, perhaps forty, and she about ten. | caribou, elk, antelope, bear, deer, all kinds of himself further. ‘hat poor brute was subse- 
De, That is to say, in years, but the very reverse | fur-bearing animals and wild fowl of every quently adopted by the 91st, was christened 
figures would indicate their savoir faire. | description. ‘Scattered throughout it, but Riel, became a great pet, accompanying the 
ed waves, Little Miss gave him a quick watchful glance | miles apart, are the forts and trading posts of regiment to Winnipeg. But the saddest sight 
a 7 as he settled himself back in his chair and | the Hudson Bay Company around some of and one which made strong men weep, was to 
shoe be pored over the menu It was the glance] which the Indians and their first cousins, the be seen inside the ruined church. On the fence 
, of mamma or grandma, sharp, clever, observ-| Half-breeds, have made their encampments around the building were a number of hawks 
ant ; evidently she realized her responsibility. | and which - are, their hunting head- kites and eagles, and other birds of prey, so 
vide— He had a worried and somewhat careworn| quarters —a primitive people as _ yet, fat and lazy,so gorged with food that they 
her side— face, eloquent of hard work and slow, labori. | innocent of the trickery, cunning were scarcely able to rise and fly away when 
urries back, ous mental effort. She was pale and pretty, | and wiles of their brethren further to the disturbed. The church had a basement, and 
vk. with a beautiful gloss on her light hair and | south of them. It is the last spot in all Canada in it was revealed the secret of the Frog Lake 
oa clean, dainty little hands, Presently he re-| where one would suppose the passions of men massacre. 
ae marked, “I’m going to take roast beef and pie. | would urge them to deeds of violence, to In one corner of that basement, lying one 


me!" she cries. 
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French fort 


What do you want?” He spoke as to a com- 
panion, and the small girl held out her hand 
for the bill of fare and quietly said, ‘“‘ A glass 
of milk and bread and butter, and fruit.” The 
waitress served them, and the small child 


descends from a harmless craze into @ con 
temptible weakness. The man who falls in 



































murder and wholesale massacre, to robbery 
and arson, yet it was in that peaceful, lovely 
stretch of country that occurred, in 1885, one of 


the blackest deeds and subsequent thrilling | 


incidents that have blackened the annals of | 








not arrived in Calgary for some _ weeks, 


and the worst was feared. What was believed 


hilly, some of the hills rising to a very respect- 


able eminence, something like the wolds 





upon the other, and evidently thrown there 
after death, were the bodies of four dead men, 
all terribly decomposed. It was a shocking 
and sickening sight. Every head had been 
scalped, the features were unrecognizable, 
having been saturated in oil and then set 


tages and had constructed four rude coffins, 


while others had fashioned four wooden 


he cries. asked for a dinner napkin then, when their} Canadian history. } 
lunch was finished she counted the cost and Iam not guing to discuss the causes which } fire to, for they were all charred and burnt. The 
vake, quietly told him what it was. But alongsigh| culminated in the Canadian North-West hands and feet had been cut off and the arm 
was her only answer, as the careworn man / Rebellion of 1885. They have been made the and leg bones protruded. The hearts had been 
z= studied a small slip of brown paper covered | subject of party political dissensions, and can cut out and other indignities had been practiced 
“site with pencil marks. “Say, Mary, what's this | be left to the party politicians to decide. It is of the most savage kind. By what remained 
. one?” he said, and Mary promptly remarked, | sufficient to state that, urged on by Louis Riel, of their clothes it was evident that two 
:. “That is four yards of gray flannel, this is} Gabriel Dumont and others, a number of the | of the victims were the Roman Catholic priests 
Billy’s, boots, number two, and this is your] Indians and Half-breeds of the. North-West who once had charge of the mission ; the other 
me; own best hat.” If she had further enlightened | took up arms against the authority of the THE ATTACK ON FORT PITT, two were evidently laymen. It would be im- 
cued him as to the whereabouts of his wits, it would | Dominion Government early in 1885 and de- possible to adequately express the indignation 
i. have done me good, but it was a queer sight— | clared themselves in open rebellion to its ‘ and horror which all felt when the ghastly find 
loud, the bewildered shopper, with his penciled | authority. The first conflict between the forces ull strength, and as the boys marched down | halted for the night, about a mile from the | was seen. Strong men, men who wore medals 
4 list, and the small intelligent child, interpret-| of the Government and the rebels, as they | the main street : of W innipeg one glorious | settlement, the evening was as glorious as any- ; honorably won in the Imperial Army, men who 
ay, ing the puzzle, her tolerant, explanatory air | were then and have since been called, occurred spring afternoon in early April to take aspecial | one could desire. had seen and faced death in hard-fought 
and gentle voice, as she straightened out the | at Duck Lake, near the south branch of the train to Calgary, they were the recipients of After the evening meal the General had a | battles, men who were not given to sentimental 
'» tangle and got him headed for the emporiums| Saskatchewan river, where a number of hearty cheers and thousands of warm hand- | consultation with his staff officers, the result | weakness but were more reckless than sedate 
of fashion in which he might find four yards of | mounted police and mounted volunteers from shakings from a crowded multitude, the Lieut.- | of which was that a troop of scouts and one | —those men as they viewed the horrible sight 
w they close gray flannel, Billy’s boo's, and his own best | Prince Albert were fired upon by an ambush of Governor of the ero reaee wishing them a/| company of the 91st were ordered to recon- | broke down and blubbered like babes, As the 
s— hat ! Indians and Half-breeds, were defeated with | hearty good-bye and God-speed at the depot. | noitre in the direction of the settlement, about | daylight waned and darkness set in, lanterns 
ae . nine killed and half as many more wounded, a mile and a half distant, to report what they | had to be lighted and lowered into that base- 
. Too much of a good thing is very hard to en-| 1.4 were forced to beat a hasty retreat to | “@™P for ten days, a delay made necessary | saw, but in no event, if Indians were seen, to meat, and by their dim glare the horror of the 
dure. As the young man in the comedy franti- Prince Albert, setting firé to Fort Carlton on | owing to the difficulty experienced in obtain- | engage them, but in that case to fall back on | scene was intensified, if that was possible. 
fea cally enquires, ‘‘ What have I done to be the way to prevent its falling into the hands of ing teams for transportation purposes, but a] the main body. It was my duty to accompany | There was no furniture in the basement, nor 
rest ! loved like this?” I wonder is there anything theenemy. All this occurred early in the month | delay turned to good account in drilling and | the company of the 91st sent out for this pur- | the wrecked or broken remains of any, and the 
ad, more embarrassing to its object than an un- ‘ | practicing military evolutions, At last all | pose, and it resulted in a night so horrible that | floor was the hardened soil. To what particu 
desired devotion? It is a school girl episode | was ready and the column, consisting of the | the remembrance of it is painful, even after so | lar use that basement had been put was hard 
s nigh; usually and burns with fervor while it lasts, oth regiment of Montreal or Mount Royal | longa time has elapsed. to determine, but it was not destined to be the 
but leaves very few and very cold white ashes Rifles; four companies of the 91st, the other} Frog Lake is a small but very pretty sheet | grave of those four victims of Indian cruelty 
cost, behind. Occasionally boys are seized with a | companies having teen sent to Gleichen, Fort | of water, clear as crystal and studded with me eee. had been found was sent 
prostration of the affections before some McLeod, and one lett at Calgary ; twenty-five | small islands, some of them mere points of | to General Strange and just before dark a 
rather passee female idol, and very rarely | mounted police with a ileld gun, under the | rocks, others an acre or more in extent. The | strong fatigue party arrived from the camp 
grown folke so far forget their balances and command of Captain Perry and about eighty | settlement of the same name is a good five aneeas poly it, shovels, ms. ropes, tar 
on, to weigh down one side of life’s mounted scouts, under command of Inspector | miles from the lake, situated on Frog Creek, Soares Son Corres See. Z oe 
measures as tg c ‘ ; easy matter getting those bodies out of the 
* scale witha stupendous and out-of.proportion Steele, started on its long journey of over two | which flows out of the lake and finds its way | basement to the surface. Working in a 
affection. Sometimes the frenzy fixes on some hundred miles to Edmonton. intothe Saskatchewan. Thereare few spots in | disgusting atmosphere and by the dim light of 
object far above or just beyond its grasp—the | ; Just bony — actually oer at en Canada as pretty as the country around that | ce amnnie Manee oder oath take ana 
Queen of England (when she was on at that time was not known. As already | settlement. It reminds one of English park they were slowly hauled up to the surface, 
younger) or the other fellow’s wife. | Stated there was _ telegraphic communica- | scenery, plenty of trees but no underbrush ; | where the tarpaulins were rolled around them 
Jee When the element of impossibility and law- tion with the district and the rumors | soft grass, plenty of wild flowers, principally | 88 shrouds. While nalf a dozen men had been 
. ; flyin about were sensational, to sa. . s engaged in this unpleasant operation, others 
SPARROW lessness comes into the grand passion, it ying ’ y | roses, and everything green and fresh looking. | jad dug four graves in the little churchyard 
the least. The stage from there had/| The country is not flat ; on the contrary, it is others had taken boards from the ruined cot- 











On arriving at Calgary the regiment went into 








bunds at To- 
ke the place. love with the Queen is not a bit more of a fool , : ° ce, n Gama, Salk Gk Eeeei OF Garr alk Wan vend for 
in 1745, and than the man who falls in love with his neigh- to be true was that the settlers in that district | of Lincolnshire in England or the combes of lowering the bodies into the graves, a rite 
M. W.S. bor’s wife, but he is a good deal less of a knave. | had sought refuge and were imprisoned in the | Devonshire. At the settlement a dam had | solemnly and decently performed, the liturgy 
Th : thusiast who wrote a dozen sheets fort; that Fort Pitt had been captured by the | been built across the creek, making a mill-pond, | for the ead of the Roman Catholic church be 
1€ poor en | rebels and the Mounted Police driv , : at = aoe ing read over the corpses of the two priests by 
Victoria, telling her she | rebels anc Mounte olice driven away, | and just below this pond a saw-mill had been : . 
of foolscap to Queen ’ Ft teabiell thi Serer : , | a Roman Catholic officer of the 91st, and the 
was an angel, a goddess, his guiding star, and | and that all the settlers in the Frog Lake set- | erected, not far from which was the Roman | beautiful burial service of the Anglican 
that he would die to save her a moment's pain, | tlement had been cruelly massacred. To find | Catholic church and mission house, the center | church over the other two corpses, by Col- 
oe f hi ales a ee | out the truth of these ugly rumors and to put 
did no harm to anyone—it was out o s GENERAL STRANGE : : 2 E 2 
power. The man who informs a married | matters to rights again, was General Strange’s 
woman that he adores her and that she, and | of March, and when the news was flashed to | duty. : 
not his own wife, sits enthroned in his heart, | Winnipeg and from there to eastern Canadathe | After atedious march of eleven days, amarch 
baing wields a weapon of dishonor which, like the | excitement was intense. Event succeeded event | rendered more tedious by the swollen condi- 
endnek tt 6 bayonet, cuts three ways. Men do | in rapid succession. No sooner was the defeat of tion of tbe rivers and creeks to be crossed, the 
this and women sometimes accept the flattery | the Mounted Police at Duck Lake confirmed | column reached Edmonton one fine Sunday 
eadows and cherish in their souls the thought that | than reports came of the massacre of white | afternoon, and went into camp on the Hudson 
their charms deal desolation unawares, for | settlers at Frog Lake, the siege of Battleford, | Bay flats, immediately under cover of the fort. ne 
there are men and women among us who have | the stampede of frightened settlers into the | Everything was quiet at Edmonton, not an In- anes 
not learned the golden rule, and of such is nof | fort at Edmonton, the concentration of rebels | dian having been seen in the neighborhood for 
the kingdom of Heaven ! at Batoche end the dissatisfaction of the | days; but what had occurred at Fort Pitt and 
; . ° Blackfeet in the west, the Chippeweyans in | at Frog Lake was still doubtful. After a two 
i d revolt. News of | days’ rest the four companies of the 91st, two 
; are interested personally or not | the north and their rumore Ff 
ili ss tantneinnn Fair we Solnad resist its influ- | a definite character was hard to obtain, the one | companies of the 65th, with the field piece, em- 
va ence. Chicago is so near and her people are | solitary telegraph wire which penetrated the | barked on flat boats and proceeded down the 
Kay. our 700 le, and her God our God, even though | disturbed section of country having been cut | Saskatchewan to Fort Victoria—halt way be- 
he G vinemdas is not nor ever will be| by the rebels, creating a suspense which in- | tween Eimonton and Iort Pitt—the Mounted 
aia saad Sunday closing movement raised tensified the excitement and which magnified | Police and mounted scouts proceeding to the 
many a throb of sympathy and dissent | the rumors in their awfulness. same place by land. 
h in Toronto, and as our exhibits leave, The Dominion Government, parliament being } Fort Vietoria had been looted by a band of 
7 ere “ ae ae cheeses to paintings, | then in session at Ottawa, acted promptly. By | Indians just ten days before the column reached 
jr ae i read newspaper items, see pic- | agreement the rival politicians refrained from | there. Properly speaking, it is not a fort, 
t 7 i buildings, and stray over there for | acrimonious arguments and squabbles regard- | merely a Hudson Bay Company trading post, a 
uae “uate i it Chicago and her Fair will grow in| ing the cause of the rebellion, leaving that | few small log huts surrounding one of larger 
i ; “i : d importance. Iam glad to hear of | question to be settled at a later date, and | dimensions which is used as a store. The store | 
me ol a he : oa Canadian Club in the| united in taking vigorous measures to put | had been broken into and the factor and his ; 
. ws en for it will be of great service to | down the uprising. A call to arms was issued | assistants driven away, several hundred dollars’ 
ny heart, pt a they take in the Fair. The | and from the Atlantic to the Pacific it was | worth of furs stolen, together with bags of 
I aaeaai a has duly provided for us, my responded to with alacrity. Tae Government | flour and sugar, sides of bacon, canned meats 
oe a h or whesever wanted five thousand men—ten times that | and packages of tea, The furs, some of the | ea ads i tate 
sisters, and a matron, chaperone, ala db d other track had 2 THE FROG LAKE MASSACRE, 
she may be, with a city directory in her brains | number expressed their willingness to go, an flour and bacon and other truc ad been car- | 
anda good word of welcome and advice for | every Canadian militia regiment held itself in | ried away by the Indians, but a great portion | of the settlement, and around which were jonel Osborne Smith. It was a sad party 
ll be f d in the cosy corner of the club | readiness to execute the order for active ser- | of it had been cached ina large hole in the bank } some twenty cabins, each having its small that stood around these four graves that 
te, all, wi _— hich it was hoped would be | of the river and this was secured and appropri- bright, beautiful morning, and no four men 
it, building devoted to the use of the fair sex. I] vice at the front, whic F : ae Taras , pprop garden plot in front. It was a pretty place and were more reverently interred by strangers 
» hope to get there in time to yive my lady read. | sent to it, Recruits offered their services by ated or the use of Her Majesty's loyal forces. | when the advance party sent forward by | than were those four victims of the rebellion. 
ers many hints and to answer the numerous hundreds; there was a general furbishing up | Strict military discipline was once more enfor- | General Strange to reconnoitre, first came in | After the service had been read, the graves 
e i hich the postman brings me from | of arms, a careful perusal of the military man- | ced at Fort Victoria. No straggling, no wan- sight of it and halted, there was but one were filled in, the crosses were planted at the 
? quentens Ww P book d lucky indeed were the | dering away from the camp, w itted and head of them, roses and other wild flowers 
; all and sundry the teachers, women of fashion, | uals and text- B, and Lucky ine « y Pp, was permitted and | opinion, that no lovelier spot had been seen | were strewn on the mounds, and as the birds 
oe and all those who intend “ doing time” at the | regiments considered which received the order | both dey and night a strong picket both on | since Winnipeg had been left. carolled their morning hymns those who had f 
World’s Fair Lapy Gay. to march. shore aid on the river was told off. For two It was about seven o'clock in the evening | been engaged in a sad duty returned to camp, , 
—" . At that time I held a first lieutenant’s com- | days the force remained at the Fort and then when the settlement was first sighted, the sun vowing vengeance on the perpetrators of the A ‘ 
ae. battalion of Canadian | the journey eastward to Frog Lak , . : massacre if the chance was ever afforded ‘ay 
across mission in the 9ist ba a y i Make was recom: | «¢i)) high, the birds still singing, and altogether | them, a vengeance that they took afterwards i 
fa At Southsea. Militia, or the Winnipeg Light Infantry, a | menced, the two companies of the 65th proceed: |  peautiful, warm, balmy spring evening. But | and which was life for life, seven of the Indians 
nin She—Oh, James, how grand the seals! How iment of seven companies, 375 strong, and | ing by the boats and the river to Fort Pitt. r ,.| engaged in the terrible crime at Frog Lake 
we derful! I lo so like to hear the roar of the ree dof the late Col. Osborne It was Queen’s Birthday, Sunday, the 24 f | what a cruel aight the settlement iteelf pre colne hung on the same scaffold at the same 
her, is on wader ‘the commans © . oe SF nee SaGnay, SOS BOER © sented. Every cabin in it bore the marks of | time at Battleford, singing their war and death 


ocean, 
He—So do I, Elizabeth ; please keep quiet. 





Smith, with headquarters at Winnipeg. To 


May, 1885, when the column halted for the 


fire. Doors were off and windows broken. In 


songs to the very last. 
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CHAPTER VII. 
SURPRISES FOR HARTLEY'S ROW, 

‘* Beg pardon, are you Miss Mildred Hope?” 
asked a tall, strange man, encumbered with a 
fur coat and speaking with a curious Scotch 
accent. 

Alan Keith as he entered the bright particular 
corner where Sally’s green shutters, white 
blinds and brass knocker gave distinction to 
Hartley's Row, came upon Mildred shutting 
her own door, and evidently about to walk 
over to Sally's. 

He had heard so much about both women 
and the locality of their two dwelling», that he 
could not have mistaken the trim, dainty little 
figure of the Prison Visitor. 

‘* Yes,” she said, “ that is my name.” 

““ We're weel met,” replied the stranger, “ I 
hae news o’ your freend, David Keith.” 

“Qh, have you?” was the quick reply, in 
which there was a mixture of hope and appre- 
hension. ‘Is it good news ?” 

** Aye, I'm'glad to say it is.” 

“ Thank God!” Mildred exclaimed with fer- 
vor. 

‘© Ye had ill tidings I’m thinkin’ ?” 

“* Yes, oh yes, the news came yesterday.” 

** What news?” 

‘* The loss of the Morning Star.” 

‘* Weel, that’s trae enough ; but our David 
was saved.” 

‘* You don’t know what a blessed messenger 
you are |’ said Mildred. 

“Yet I dinna undervalue the tidin’s I bring ; 
I suppose yere thinkin’ o’ Sally Mumford, eh?” 

‘* Yes,” said Mildred, ‘**but who are you, sir, 
may I ask?” 

“I'm telt yere a God-fearin’ little woman, a 
releegious lassie, one who can stand firm in joy 
or sorrow ?” 

“TI ama humble servant of Christ,” said 
Mildred, ‘but only a poor creature.” 
“I am Alan Keith,” said the 

** David's father.” 

‘** You are proclaiming miracles!” exclaimed 
Mildred, starting back a pace or two. 

*“ Weel, I dinna ken but what you're reight ! 
And it seems to me it’s just providential that I 
met you?’ this promiscuous way, for the rea 
son that I want you just to gointo that hoose 
wi’ the brass knocker, and acquaint Sally Mum 
ford wi’ the fact that not only is David alive, 


stranger ; 


was lost and is found, but that his father is | 
alsae in the land o’ the livin’, and when she’s | 


in a condition to see me, lil step in and assure 
her o' my reality.” 

‘“* Yes, yes; oh, you are very thoughtful—and 
David, where is he?” 


“Oh, he isna faraway,” said Alan, with a | 


most grim kind of wink that was intended to 
b2 humorous. ‘‘ There was jest a person he had 
to see oot yonder ; but he'll na be lang—and 
noo, Miss Hope, gae and prepare the way for 
me and my gude tidin’s,” 

‘*T am rather bewildered,” said Mildred. 

‘* You're a bonnie lassie,” said Alan, ‘*‘for a 
preachin’ lassie you're just a marvel o’ sweet 
looks and a’most sweeter voice ; besides it’s 
vera cauld; gae in, lassie, and when Sally's 
equal to seein’ guests and the like come ye to 
the door.” 


Alan stood in the little court for some time, | 


noting its clean red bricks, its raddled plots 
filled with greenery, notwithstanding the nip- 
ping frosts of winter. Stray b2amsof sunshine 
glinted in upon him. Then the wind would 
rash round an adjacent corner and ruffle the 


gray fur of his coat collar, as if it had some 


business of identification on hand and was 
going to carry the strange news out to sea. 

Presently Mildred in a soft, dove-colored 
dress came to the door and Alan followed her 
into the house. 


A pinched, red-eyed old lady met him almost | 
on the door step, and then recoiled as he put | 


out his hand. 
‘* Heaven support me, 
you must have suffered !” 


’ she exclaimed, ‘‘ How 


** And ye lukeasif ye'd nae had sae vera gude 


a time yersel’!” was Alan's calm reply. 
*Oh dear, dear, your poor gray hair, and 
your hollow cheeks: Oh, my dear, kind, 


abused master!” Silly went on kissing his 


hands and weeping over them, 
| 


‘* My dear Sally, ye were once as buxom and 
fresh as a rose, but there, I canna tell ye hoo 
giad I am to see ye!” | 

‘* Dear master, my poor, kind, brave master,” | 
went on Sally, ‘‘and you’ve seen David, your 
son! Merciful God, how mysterious are Thy | 
ways!” 

* Aye,” said Alan. “‘Come noo, sit ye down, 
Sally, my lass, and I'll just tek off these ower. | 
powering wraps that Davii would load me wi’ 
for fear I'd be tekkin’ cauld, the dear, thought 
fal lad that he is!” ' 

‘I will return by and by,” said Mildred, | 
who felt herself in ths way and was anxious to | 
leave Sally and her old master to unburden | 
their memories to «ach other in private.” 

‘**No, my love, doan’t thee go. Eh! my dear 
master, you don’t know what acomfort she's 
been to me.” | 

**Oh, yes, I do; David’s telt me all about 
Miss Hope,” said Alan, removing his | 
wraps and standing forth in the quaint Oriental 
garb that he had worn in Venice. He looked 
ten years younger now that his figure was | 
more or less free from encumbrance ; the same 
hatchet face, the same strong, well shaped 
nose, the deep sunken eyes, the masterful if | 
gentle expression that had attracted the 
artistic Venetiaos when first they saw him. 
Mildred felt awed in his presence; he was dif. 
ferent from any other man she had seen: he 
seemed in her untutored imagination like a 
prophet out of the bible, 

Sally could only sit down and stare at him 
and sigh and wonder, until, her first surprise 
and amazement over, she asked for David. 

The same grim effor: at optical humor that | 
had startled Mildred was Alan’s response. | 
** But where is he?” asked Sally; “did he 
come with you?” 

“Aye, he did, we came by the coach frae | 
London.” ; 





| 
| 


| go.” 


| riding into Yarmouth from Ormesby Hall, pon- 


| daughter; but the steed did not know her 


‘* Yes?” said Sally. ‘* And then?” 

‘* Why, he bade me come on here and pre- 
pare the way for him, while he went on a 
little business of his ain.” 

The same wink, with the same ludicrous re- 
sults, 

Then it suddenly dawned upon Mildred that 
David had gone to Caister. She glanced at 
Sally, who read her thought, and started to 
her feet. 

‘* Doar master, don’t say he has gone to Cais- 
ter |” 

‘There's a person named Webb lives at Cais- 
ter, eh?’ "was Alan’s response; but this time 
the wink was checked half way by an expres- 
sion of terror that distorted the face of Sally 
Mumford, which had already been worn intoa 
permanent expression of pain and sorrow, 

** Oh, where did he say he was going?’ asked 
Sally. 

**To s2e his sweetheart, and bring her here 
to complete our family party,” said Alan. 

** Oh, dear, dear!’ exclaimed Sally, burating 
into tears, and hiding her head in her apron. 

‘' Nae; there’s something wrang !" said Alan, 
looking from Sally to Mildred, who had turned 
pale, but stood «es stiffly as a statue gazing at 
Alan. 

‘* Yes,” she said, her lips trembling. 

‘* What is it?’ 

‘** Elmira is no longer worthy of David,” said 
Mildred. 

‘*How? Why?” 

‘*She has forgotten bim and herself,” said 
Mildred. 

** Dinna beat aboot the bush ; [ had begun to 
thenk he was too happy, that I was too happy,” 
said the old man with a sigh, and stooping 
as he spoke like a man in the attitude of bend- 
ing his back to a blow. 

“She has gone away with a young man 
called Harry Barkstead.” 

** Good God ! he was David's best friend.” 

** David thought so,” said Mildred. 

‘* She has left her father and her home, and 
is living with David's friend?” asked Alan, 
| turning his deep set eyes upon Mildred. 
Mildred simply said ‘‘ Alas,” and looked upon 
| the ground, 

Alan thrust his long fingers through his thin 
whisps of hair, dragged a chair towards the 
inglenook, sat down, and looked into the fire, 
almost in an attitude similar to that in which 
Zaccheus Webb was sitting when David)found 
him. 

oo Disgraced hersen, as weel as been untrue 

| to David, is that what ye say?” he asked, 

| staring at the crackling wood and coal. 

| **T fear so, led away by a designing and 
wicked man,” said Mildred. 

‘His friend!” said Alan, ‘‘his friend! It 

will hurt David ; please God it be nae a mortal 
| hurt. His mither ‘was an angel—is an angel— 
| I lost her ; death took her. Poor David! This 
| Elmira Webb was his heart and soul, his life 
| and hope, and ambition—and he’s lost her, and 
| there's a loss that’s worse than death! What'll 
hedo? Ifthey meet there’s but one thing he 
|}cando, His mither ow’d her death to villainy 
and persecution, they jest broke her heart ; but 

I smote them hip and thigh—aye, I did!” 

“Sir,” said Mildred, facing Alan asjhe rose 
| up and began to put on his cloak, ‘* David is a 

man of peace.” 

‘““Ishe? Let me tell ye, then, that David's 

|}amano’ war! A life for a life; will ye deny 
| him a righteous vengeance?” 
*** Vengeance is mine, saith the Lord, I will 
| repay,’” answered Mildred ; and Sally, taking 
| Alan’s hand, leaned her head upon his arm and 
continued to weep and sob. 

“Forgive me, I amna used to be amang 
women ; I'm just bragging like some waster, 
besides forgettin’ a’ the misery that belongs to 
what’s ca’ed tekkin’ the law into one’s own 
hands ; but ye hae telt me the saddest news I 
hae heard for mor'n twenty year. It sets my 
auld heart beatin’ like a blacksmith’s hammer; 
I mun gaeintothe air. Moreover, I mun find 
him. How will I get to Caister? He hired him 





a gig.” 
‘“* IT will show you,” said Mildred. ‘* May I go 
with you?” ah soa a om, 


** If ye’ll gae noo.” 


‘IT will,” said Mildred, tying her bonnet 


| underher chin and wrapping her thick gray 


cloak about her, 

“I canna be left, I mon’t be Jeft here,” said 
Sally. ‘‘Take me wi’ ye. But, for David's sake, 
you shouldn't be sorry about Eimira Webb; 
she wasa bad lot at heart. I nivver liked 
her.” 

** 4, but David worshipei her,” said Alan. 

“Take me to David,” said Sally. “I must 


Mildred ran upstairs for Sally’s shawl and a 
great muff that David had bought her, anda 
boa for her neck, and they went forth as the 
wintry sun was being blown out by a north- 
west wind that was beating up into a gale. 





CHAPTER VIII. 
THE TRACEDY OF THE NORFOLK INN, 

There was snow in the gale, 

The first feathery messengers were flying 
about in the air. Across the sea was march- 
ing the vanguard of the wintry storm, 

Neither David nor his friends heeded the 
cold. Nor did Harry Buarkstead, who was 


dering his plans and cursing his fate. He rode 
the same mare that had borne him proudly 
along to Caister on that bright autumn day, 
when he galloped to his conquest of old Webb's 


master on this occasion. He rode her 
with the reins lying loosely upon her neck. 
She shambled along in a lazy, leisurely fashion 
that was very much out cf keeping with her 
customary gait, and also quite out of harmony 
with the day, not to say utterly uncharacter 
istic of the rider, 

The stubbles where the gunners had tramped 
after their game and made blue wreaths of 
smoke above the browning hedges were now 
flecked with weeds and dotted here and thera 


TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 



























































































































with snow. The trees were bare. The roads 
were hard with frost. The toll-house doors 
were close shut. The sun made feeble efforts 
against the gray clouds and the northern wind 
that was driving them up from the sea at- 
tended by light flakes of snow that went about 
in a weird dance, some of them rushing into 
Harry's face without even making him wince, 
or without giving him the satisfaction that 
snow might have brought to a feverish brow. 

Harry's thoughts were not retrospective. 

His motto was that the past was done with ; 
the future had to be taken caré of. 

What was he going todo? Should he return 
to London at once, or should he stay at the 
Norfolk in the hope that his father might re- 
lent and sendfor him? That was rather a for- 
lorn hope at present he confessed, seeing that 
his father had not yet heard of his latest 
escapade, had not evidently seen old Webb, or 
been told the story of Elmira’s departure from 
Caister, let alone her trip to the continent with 
Lord Grennox. Of course, now that the flood- 
gates of gossip would be opened against him, 
Sir Anthony would at once be made acquainted 
with the story of Elmira Webb. 

Anyhow, Mr. Barkstead came to the conclu- 
sion that he would stay for the night at the 
Norfolk ; and having got this tiny distance on 
the highway of the future he touched the horse 
with his spurs, took up the reins and cantered 
into Yarmouth, not taking his customary road 
whence he could see old Webb's cottage, but 
going by a more roundabout route that took 
him into Yarmouth from a different point. 

While Harry Barkstead, fresh from his 
father’s denunciations, was riding towards the 
Norfolk, David Keith, in afar more energetic 
mood, was driving in a similar direction. 

As David had swept along the highway 
among the and-dunes to Caister he fairly 
laughed for joy. He had almost been unable 
to contain himself while anticipating his meet- 
ing with Elmira and the blundering congratu- 
lationsof Zaccheus. He had even thought of 
the delight it would be to Charity Dane to see 
him once more in the old house, this time with 
his arm rightfully about Elimira’s waist. 

Then he had thought of how she would get 
into the gig and sit by his side, and how they 
would drive triumphantly into Yarmouth and 
he would watch the expression of his father’s 
face when introducing his beautiful girl, as he 
said to the old man, “ This is Elmira,” 

There was surely never a happier fellow 
than David on his way to Caister ; never a 
more wretched one as he drove back again to 
Yarmouth. Now he groaned in his desolation, 
bit his lips with vows of vengeance, cursed 
Harry Barkstead beneath his breath as if he 
hissed his anathemas, but found no word or 
thought of rebuke in connection with Elmira, 
Of course the scoundrel had followed her about 
and pestered her with his attentions, loaded 
her with presents, made love to her at every 
opportunity, taken advantage of her when her 
father was away, and when no doubt she 
thought he (David) was drowned. He made 
every excuse for Elmira, he saw in Harry the 
blackest-hearted villain that mind could con- 
ceive or imagination invent. 

The light in David’s eye was murderous, his 
lips drawn over his strong teeth, h.s face livid. 
The snow wetied his cheeks as it wetted Harry 
Barkstead’s, and with as little feeling or notice 
as it drew from him. The wind howled across 
the dunes. Now and then a streak of sand 
like a winter wraith fled across the way, and a 
flight of gulls from the sea cried out against 
the coming storm, The licensed victualler's 
horse galloped along the hard road as if the 
fiend was behind it, though David neither 
touched it with whip nor urged it with rein, 

Was it something in the fixed destinies of 
David Keith and Harry Barkstead that allotted 
to their horses the very pace at which they 
should travel that the two men might meet as 
they did? Coincidences are supposed tobe the 
chief motives of a fictitious story; but they 
are far more remarxable in the history of 
real life than anything the novelist can in- 
vent. There was nothing in the least unlikely 
or improbable in these two young fellows cross- 
ing each other at this momentous period of 
their two young lives. 

While Alan and the two women of Hartley's 
Row were making enquiries and procuring a 
carriage at the Norfolk, David was speeding 
along the North road and so into the market- 
place; and as he entered it at one end Harry 
Barkstead rode in at the other. The snow by 
this time was beginning to fall with a persist- 
ence that was only held in check by the wind. 

It was not strange that Harry did not notice 
David, whom he had come to regard as dead 
whenever he gave him a thought. The moment 
David saw the unmistakable figure of his 
whilom friend, he pulled up his horse and leapt 
to the ground, 

‘* Here, my lad,” he said toa fellow who was 
standing in an adjacent archway, “take this 
horse.” 

“Yes, sir,” said the man, stepping to the 
horse's head, 

‘*Take the trap to the Posting House and 
say I'll be there directly.” 

‘Yes, sir,” said the man, holding out his 
hand for the shilling that David drew from his 
pocket. 

Pleased with his bright new coin and proud 
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Note that white goods are 


made whiter; colored’ goods 


brigher ; flannels softer. 





You will see that not the 


slightest injury has been done the finest laces or tenderest fabrics. 


The fine results of the Surprise Soap washing is sufficient 
reason for its use—to say nothing of its economy ; its labor saving 


properties. 


‘Tis not only for washing clothes that Surprise Soap is good, but 
it will clean everything that needs cleaning. 


SURPRIS 


‘Where is Elmira Webb?” asked David, 
steadying himself, for it was an effort to men- 
tion her name. 

*\T don’t know,” was the answer flung back, 
with something of the defiant and threatening 
manner in which the question was put. 

** You lie!” said David. 

Harry tried hard to stand firmly on the de- 
fensive and to give David back retort for re- 
tort, but the weakness of his cause hampered 
him. The knowledge of his infamous conduct 
qua this honest, trusting lad unnerved him. 

**T ask you again, where is she?,” 

“*T repeat I do not know.” 

**And I say again, you area liar and a cow- 
ard,” said David, his rising passions tinging 
his pale cheeks, 147 

Harry merely shrugged his shoulders; but 
he turned his whip round and held its handle- 

——— Yonge Street 

‘D> you remember how we parted, you and 
I?” David asked, his lips trembling. 

‘* Yes, I remember ; and to that memory you 
owe it that I have not laid you flat with this 
whip. I tell you now that i am no more a liar 
than you are, and you can easily find out if I 
am a coward,” 

*“ Allin good time,” said David, ‘“‘ You knew 
when we parted that she was engaged to be my 
wife?” 

“*T don’t deny it.” 

“ And you professed to b2 my friend.” 

‘**1 did, and felt like it at the time.” 

**Really!” said David, his lips paling with 
the scorn they expressed. ‘ Really!” 

“It is the truth,” eaid Harry. 

‘“You knew that I risked that journey chiefly 
for her happiness; you knew that it consoled 
me to think that she would have a friend at 
hand if she wanted one, a friend whom I could 
trust; the friend who went all the way to 
Bristol with me to say ‘Good-bye,’ and take 
my last messages back to her and the others 
whom I loved.” 

David seemed as if he would break {down 
uader the influence of his more tender feelings, 
his eyes filled with tears; and Harry thought 
the moment opportune to offer explanations, 

“She was not worthy of you,” he said. 

** Who was her tutor?” David asked, dash- 
ing the tears from his face. ‘‘ Who in the ab- 
sence of her only protector, her honest old 
father, stole her away from home and honor?” 

**Not I,” said Harry, now advancing towards 
David. ‘‘I’m tired of these useless recrimina. 
tions, and it is cold standing out here; besides, 
the people in the bar are becoming interested, 
and it is a pity you should make an exhibition 
of yourself.” 

“* Answer me! D9) you think I care who hears 
what I have to say?” 

‘* Who stole her away!” said Harry, repeat- 
ing David's question with a sneer and stiffen- 
ing his lip at the remembrance of {his own 
grievance against the girl. ‘‘S:sole her away ! 
Why, she was any man’s goods who'd money 
enough.” 

David for a moment was stunned with Bark- | 
stead’s bitter and cowardly reply of = 
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fell. Losing all control over himself, David 
rushed upon him, picked him up, flung him 
down again, and kicked the resistless body 
before the people in the bar, who knew the 
nature of the quarrel, had thought it right to 
interfere. 

It took half a dozen mev to hold the lad, who 
was the picture of wild despair and madness, 
the blood streaming down his pale face, his 
clothes torn, his lips wet with blood and 
foam, his hands clutching the empty air, but 
gradually becoming limp as his body until he 
sank into the arms of his father, whom, in his 
fury, he had no more recognized than he had 
Mildred or Sally, who arrived on the scene just 
in time to witness the close of the tragedy. 

Harry Barkstead was taken up dead, 

(To be Continued. ) 





A Surprise. 
Westerner (in Eastern village)—Sa-ay, I 
want a shave, but I can’t find no barber shop 


open. 

Resident—This is Sunday, and all business 
stops on Sunday. 

‘““Huh! Don't the barbers do no shaving at 
all on Sunday?” 

* Only in case of necessity. They are allowed 
to shave dead men.” 

‘*Wall, by gum! This is the fust time I ever 
strucka place whar a man who needed a shave 
on Sunday was expected to kill hisself fust.” 
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tion. Vilifying the girl he had deceivedjto the 
friend whom he had wronged was the climax 
of outraged friendship and honor. 

“Coward!” hissed David, approaching him 
as if about to spring upon him, “liar, thief, 
blackguard |” 

‘Out of my way, you fool!” exclaimed Harry, 
clutching his loaded whip as he found David 
once more blocking his road to the bar door and 
with a new light of danger in the lad’s eyes, 
Harry both boxed and fenced, and he watched 
David's movements with the practiced skill of 
one who knew how to take advantage of the 
smallest mistake arising from passion or lack | — 
of art. 

At the moment that David reached out his 
long arm with the intention of seizing Harry 
by the throat, the other, evading his touch, 
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of sitting behind any kind of a horse, the man 
rattled away across the stones towards the 
house by the quay, and David walked with a 
steady, firm step tothe Norfolk, where Harry 
was alighting from his horse, the Norfolk 
groom leading it in beneath the archway, 
where there was a private entrance to the bar. 

Suddenly Harry was pulled up by a hand that 
took him by the shoulder and turned him 
round. Recognizing that the grip was not a 
friendly one, he raised his heavy riding; whip 
and found himself in a threatening attitude 
face to face with David Keith. 

**Oh, it’s you, is it?’ he said, with a surprised 
look, and stepping back a pace or two. 

* Yes; who did you think it might be?” 
David asked, getting between Harry and the 
bar door. 

‘Tt might have been a Bow street runner 
who had mistaken me for some other villain,” 
said Harry, re-arranging the collar of his coat. 

“I'm glad you confess yourself a villain,” 
said David; “it will save time and explana- 
tions.” 

‘Will it?” said Harry, backing still further 
into the yard under the influence of David's 


aggressive attitude, 


struck him a tremendous blow with the handle 
of his whip. 

David fell back against the door, half.blinded 
with a rush of blood from a wound on the fore- 
head. Perhaps the bleeding was arelief. An 
open wound at the moment was better for 
David than a heavy bruise, 

Barkstead, his passion hot, and his false 
pride awakened, advanced upon David to re- 
move him, 

“Oat of my way, I tell you,” he said, and the 
sound of his voice was like a trumpet to the 
half-stunned faculties of his antagonist. 

Crouching like a tiger and with a wild ery, 
David sprang at his enemy, hitting him full in 
the face and catching with his left band the 
whipstock that Harry had once more raised 
against him, 

There was a sharp, fierce struggle, a desper- 
ate effort each to fling the other, and from 
which David emerged with Harry's bludgeon- 
like weapon in his right hand. As his foe 
gathered himself up David swung the whip- 
stock above his head and s‘ruck his enemy 
across the face, and followed up the blow with 
another and another, 

Sir Anthony's wretched son staggered fand 
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Life Without Love. 


What is death? Itis not a new existence, 

for the dead know naught. It is simply a 
ceasingto be. Whatis life without love? It 
is merely a weary waiting to go therce, a wait- 
ing that it can do noone harm to bring to an 
end. Sleep means rest—rest for the weary, and 
the tired, and the troubled. Death is sleep pro- 
tracted till the awakening of another life. The 
eyes close, the ears grow deaf, the lips are 
dumb, the senses of touch and taste and smell 
depart, the pulse is calm, the heart Is still. Is 
not this death? Isnotthis sleep? Sleep is the 
counterpart of death. Death is the ocean for 
which all sleep sets sail and whither every 
sleeper in the end is borne, 

And yet how much do the words mean, in 
death the eyes shall be blind. No more shall 
they look upon the trees and the fields, the sky 
and the sea, the fiowers that growin beauty 
day by day and lift their little faces to be 
washed by the morning dew and dried by the 
kisses of the morning sun; they shall be blind 
to the wavingof the grain in the fields, as it 
shakes its golden curls and longs for the com- 
ing of the reaper; blind to the tired kine, as 
they stard idly in the grass under the shade cf 
the tree at noon-tide; blind to the waving of 
the branches of the trees as they bid a joyous 
welcome or sigh a sad farewel). The clear cool 
water as it runs from the spring in the hillside 
or chatters on its way to the river and the sea, 
the smile upon the face of a friend, the streaks 
of yellow and gold in the sunset, the lazy drift- 
ing of asummer cloud, the painted pictures of 
all things that are bright and »eautiful—upon 
these the eyes shall never look again. They 
shall be closed—sightless, and the things that 
enchanted them shall be seen no more. The 
stars shall keep their vigil in the sky, and the 
moon shall shed her soft light upon the earth, 
buc what are stars and sky and moon to the 
blind?) What is beauty of face or form or fea- 
ture, or all the triumphs of the painter's art, to 
him whose eyes are closed in dreamless sleep? 
Nay, what are they to him who lives and sees 
if love be not his portion? To live is to love: 
to love istolive. Without love life is a half told 
story, a broken song, a troubled dream. 

In death the ears shall be closed. There 

shall come no more to the sense of hearing the 
sound of running brooks, the happy songs of 
birds, the enrapturing strains of music, the 
voice of the world’s sweet singers, the tinkling 
of the bell on the browsing sheep, the in- 
numerable sounds of insects at night, the sigh- 
ing of the pine trees in the woods, the noise of 
the dashing of waves against the rocks, the 
happy calls of boys at play, the tender voices 
of those who are near and dear, the beating of 
waters on the shore at night, the baying of the 
hounds as they sight the deer, the whir of the 
partridge as it starts from the brushwood, the 
roll of the drum as the soldiers march up 
the road, the call of the bugle in early 
morning at camp, the patter of little feet 
on the staircase, the sound of the rain on 
the roof at night time, the laughter of little 
children, the sound of the wheels at the door 
of one long expected and looked for, the 
whistling of the wind through the rigging of 
the ship at sea, the lisping of an infant’s prayer, 
the beating of the hammer on the blacksmith’s 
anvil. the rustle of the red leaves when stirred 
by the autumn breeze, the awful amen of 
Niagara’s roar, and ten thousand other sounds 
that fall upon the ear and please the sense of 
hearing. But without love what are all these? 
How empty and hollow and meaningless are 
all sounds when the heart is craving for words 
of love that never come; for love will starve if 
itis not fed, and true hearts crave for their 
daily bread. 

In death the lipsshall bedumb. Never more 
shall they whisper words of love and tender- 
ness to human ears. There shall never again 
escape from the lips the inarticulate sigh, the 
soothing word of comfort to the sad and sor- 
rowing, the word of encouragement to the 
depressed and disconsolate, the utterance of 
the question that brings for answer the 
whispered yes of the bride that is to be; the 
lips shall be silent and shall never teach to the 
prattling child the name by which it shall be 
known, nor emit any sound of pleasure or of 
pain, nor prayer nor praise, nor call across the 
fields ; nor shall they send out laughter upon 
the waters at night, nor smile at the welcome 
face of friends, nor shall they breathe sweet 
thoughts of home and kith and kin. They 
shall be closed for aye, and no sound of good or 
ill, of joy or sorrow, of shame or boastfulness, 
the gentle spoken word, or anger's call shall 
they ever form again ; cold, silent and un- 
responsive shall they be when love imprints 
its final kiss and the soul has gone winging 
its way to its Maker ; for without love life isa 
desert and existence a daily toil, bringing up 
empty buckets from an empty well, and sigh- 
ing for a drop of crystal water that never 
comes to wet the lips that thirst and burn for 
love that shall never be. In death the lips 
shall be dumb, So, too, all the senses, one by 
one, shall sleep away into endless night, and 
he who is shall cease to he, for to-day, as 
of old, the pitcher is broken at the well, the 
golden bowl is broken, desire faileth and the 
mourners go about the streets. Death is the 
universal law. It comesto all men soon or 
late. Who then shall say that death must not 
be wooed, that death shall not be won? In 
sleep there are dreams of love and fear, in 
death there are no miseries to mock us, no 
shadows of the dead past to fall upon our 
souls, no sound of war, nor want, nor woe; 
naught but stillness, rest and peace.—A. F. 
Pirie in the Lake Magazine. 
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“Old Si” Puzzled. 


“Qld Si” was in a red-hot stew last night 
when he brought in the mail. 

“* What’s dis I hears "bout Master Clebelan’ 
bein’ ‘lected up heah ter de capitul terday ?” 

‘That's right. The electors met to-day and 
elected Grover Cleveland President of the 
United States.” 

‘““Warn't he ‘lected way back yander in 
Nofembah ft" 

“Oh, no, You see the way it works is——’ 

“ Well, w'y didn’ sum un yer-alls tell me dat 
las’ nite? Now, heah I iz in de soup ergin!” 

‘* How's that, old man?” 

“ Kase I tho’t de man dun got ‘lected long 
ergo, boss. Back dar in Nofembah I voted fer 
er man what got lef’, an’ ef I’d er know'd dat 
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gits on ter whar de pie am twell hit’s all gone. 


fellows are in the same pot of bouillon. 
Constitution. 


A St. John’s Miracle. 





Eight 
Spent in Vain Efforts to Regain Health. 





Worthy of a Carefal Perusal. 
The News, St. Jobn’s, Que. 
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reason to doubt the perfect accuracy of the 
cures related ; but it is only now that we are 
placed in a position to testify personally as to 
the wonderful curative powers of Pink Pills. 
The story we are about to relate though no 
less remarkable than others regarding the 
same medicine, naturally impresses itself more 
upon our mind and upon the minds of others 
in the community because the party chiefly 
concerned is known to us, and we are enabled 
to bear personal testimony as to the correct- 
ness of his declarations, 

The gentleman who was a short time ago so 
greatly afflicted is now almost as well as he 
ever was and cheerfully related his story to 
the representative of the News in the hope 
that those who read it might be benefited 
thereby. 

Mr. Camille Dubuque is a man of fifty-three 
years of age and has been a mechanical en- 
gineer for twenty-five years, working on the 
steamer Reindeer which runs on Lake Cham- 
plain, and occasionally on the River Richelieu. 
“ Four years ago,” said Mr. Dubuque, ‘ while 
our steamer had an excursion party on board 
for aneveningrun, I was rather tired after a 
long day’s work, and went up on the upper 
deck to enjoy a smoke beforeretiring. At that 
time I found myself to be in perfect health, 
but when I went to my room I was taken with 
chills and was unable to keep myself warm. 
Although that night I had but little sleep I felt 
comparatively well the next day. About a 
fortnight after I was taken with frightful pains 
in my back near my spine and in my side. I 
went to the hospital in Burlington, Vt., and 
was treated there for three weeks, and then 
feeling but little better I came to my home in 
Iberville county, five and a half miles from St. 
John’s. I was then doctored by a medical man 
from Iberville. His treatment seemed to re- 
lieve me very little, and I determined to visit 
Montreal and see another physician. This I 
did in March (three years ago) and put myself 
in an eminent physician’s care, who treated 
me from March until July, and certainly did 
all he could for me. I did not stay in Montreal 
all the time, but went backwards and forwards 
to see him. In July I got tired of this and 
was beginning to feel downhearted. I then 
called in a medical man from Henryville, a vil- 
lage a few miles from where I live, and he pre 
scribed for me over and over again, but by this 
time I was almost powerless to help myself 
and no one knows what frightful agony I suf- 
fered. For seven long months I sat in a chair 
with my feet on a lounge. I was unable to lie 
down day or night, and often thought that 
death would be a happy relief. Last spring my 
wife read an account of a Saratoga miracle in 
the News and determined to get a vox of Pink 
Pills for me. I remonstrated with her, telling 
her that it was useless spending money, but 
she persisted and wrote to Wight & Co., drug- 
gists, of St. John’s, and had a box sent by mail. 
I took them to please her, never thinking they 
would do me any good, but much to my sur- 
prise, after taking the box I felt slightly better. 
We then bought another box and by the time 
that was goneI felt that they were certainly 
helping me. I could now lie down, something 
I had been unable to do for seven long months 
previously. So I kept on taking the Pink Pills 
and am now on my tenth box, and tc-day Iam 
practically a new man, Last winter I had an 
attack of la grippe. I took Pink F’ills and they 
cured me. We figured up to see the amount of 
money I had expended in trying to be cured 
before resorting to Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills 
and the figures reached $825. I willingly 
tell you my story and my wife corroborates 
every word I say in hope that anyone who is 
as unfortunate asI have been may attain re 
lief by employing the same remedy, Put it in 
the News, some of my old fellow-workmen 
will see itand it may benefit them as it has 
done me.” 

When the News representative drove up to 
Mr, Dubuque’s pretty little farm-house he be 
held that gentleman chopping wood, and look- 
ing a strong, robust man. A year ago his 
neighbors thought him a doomed man—to-day 
they consider his cure as little short of mira- 
culous, ; 

Messrs. Wight & Co., old and reliable drug- 
gists of this town, assure us that Dr, Williams’ 
Pink Pills have an enormous sale, which is 
additional proof that they really are what the 
manufacturers claim for them. 

Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills are a perfect blood 
builder and nerve restorer, curing such diseases 
as rheumatism, neuralgia, partial paralysis, 
locomotor ataxia, St. Vitus dance, nervous 
prostration and that tired feeling therefrom, 
the after effects of la grippe, diseases depend- 


dey wuz gwine on votin’ fer Clebelan’ twell ter- 
day I'd dun gone up dar an’ change my vote ter 
Clebslan’too. But dat’s me all ober. I nebber 


And the old man shuffled downstairs, wholly 
unconcerned by the fact that a million or two 
Atlanta 


Hundred and Twenty-five Dollars 


An Engineer's Painful Existence and Wond:r- 
fol Kejauvenation—Hosptials and Poctors 
Failed to Cure Him—Health Restored by a 
Remedy Almost Forced Gpon Him—A Story 


It is now some fourteen months since the 
News commenced publishing reports of the 
wonderful results produced by Dr. Williams’ 
Pink Pills, and everyone must admit that 
many of the cures effected seemed little short 
of the miraculous. The names of the remedies 
which claim to cure all the ills flesh is heir to 
are to-day legion, and whatever the merits and 
demerits of these preparations may be, there 
is no question as to the great reputation 
achieved by Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills for Pale 
People. Some people no doubt laugh at these 
stories and believe them to be advertising 
dodges to catch the unwary and rope in 
have now 
News for 
nearly half a century; it enjoys the reputa- 
tion of being a high-toned weekly with 
a large circulation, and we naturally do busi- 
ness with the advertising men of the day, and 
the Dr. Williams’ 
Medicine Company, we have never had any 




















































ing on humors in the blood, such as scrofula, 
chronic erysipelas, etc. 
healthy glow to pale sallow complexions and 
are a specific for the troubles peculiar to the 
female system, and in the case of men they 
effect a radical cure in all cases arising from 
mentel worry, overwork, or excesses of any 
kind. 

These Pills are manufactured by the Dr. 
Williams’ Medicine Company, of Brockville, 
Ont., and Schenectady, N. Y., and are sold only 
in boxes bearing the firm’s trade mark (printed 
in red ink) and wrapper, at 50 cents a box, or 
six boxes for $2.50, Bear in mind that Dr. 
Williams’ Pink Pills are never sold in bulk, 
or by the dozen or hundred, and any dealer 
who offers substitutes in this form is trying 
to defraud you and should be avoided. The 
public are also cautioned against all other so- 
called blood builders and nerve tonics, no mat- 
ter what name may be given them. They are 
all imitations whose makers hope to reapa 
pecuniary advantage from the wonderful re- 
putation achieved by Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills, 
Ask your dealer for Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills 
for Pale People and refuse all imitations and 
substitutes, 

Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills may be had of all 
druggists or direct by mail from Dr. Williams’ 
Medicine Company from either address. The 
price at which these pills are sold makes a 
course of treatment comparatively inex- 
pensive as compared with other remedies or 
medical treatment, 








The Old Man’s Story. 


The old man pulled in his line, hauled up 
the anchor, spat on his hands, Jaid hold of the 
oars, started the boat and rowed in silence for 
several minutes. Then he asked: ‘See that 
old tumble-down mill over yonder? Well, 
that was the boss mill here oncet, owned by a 
man by the name of Blank. Used to live in 
the Rapids. Ever know him ?” 

** Not by that name,” I replied. 

“* Well, that warn’'t his name nuther ; names 
don’t count anyhow. But I tell you he wasa 
cute one. Jest the kind of a feller for a lum- 
berman in a new country. Didn't care for 
anything nor anybody. Lumber anywhere 
where there was a tree fit, ’specially if it could 
be hauled out arter it was felled. Oh, but he 
was a rusher, chuck full of business, jest made 
it hum, 

“Lumber on Uncle Sam’s lands or anybody’s, 
cared no more for a blazed line than you do for 
a dead bait. Stamp any unmarked log he came 
across, and if he dropped on to some particular 
good one, all stamped on the end, why he’d cut 
off the mark and stamp’em right. He were a 
rip roarer and a tough one. As for law, he’da 
complete outfit in the law business, Had a 
pile of books and a right to swear besides his 
constitutional one. Got his head sawyer elect- 
ed justice of the peace, hisself constable, and 
owned body and soul half the men entitled to 
sit on juries. 

‘When he got into a*dispute about a line, 
which he often did, he’d fetch out his big brass 
instruments and make the fellers own up he 
were right whether they believed it or not. 
He stole a nice fat twc-year-old from me oncet. 
I knowed it well enough, but I daresn’t doany- 
thing about it, for the only justice in the town- 
ship was his head sawyer, and I could ‘a’ proved 
he had some of the beef.” 

‘* Ever do anything about it ?” 

“Yes, I did. Jest kept still. Never let on 
that I'd lost acritter. Two years after he had 
a drove of the finest hogs I ever seed. Well, 
one night two of ’em strayed off into the 
woods,” 

** Where did they fetch up ?” 

“Oh, one of’em I sold to a logging camp 
about ten miles upthe river. The other I kept 
in a kind of cockloft overhead in my cabin for a 
month, when he died of heart failure—touched 
it with my hunting knife.” 

‘** Ever say anything to you about them ?” 

‘* Nary a word, but he s'picioned me, for I 
larnt arterward that he kept a watch on my 
place night and day fortwo weeks. But say, 
we oughter git some bass here.”—Furest and 
Stream. 








A Prisoner Wanted. 





It was at a phrenological entertainment, and 
the professor had been illustrating his lecture 
by inviting gentlemen of various avocations to 
come on the platform, and demonstrated that 
different habits of life were characterized by 
corresponding variations in the formation of 
the cranium. He presently came to deal with 
the criminal form of skull, and, desiring a 
subject, addressed his audience : 

‘If there is any gentleman present who has 
ever been the inmate of a prison, we should be 
glad if he stepped forward.” 

To this invitation a tall, thick-set man in the 
body of the hall responded, and rising from his 
seat walked down to the front. 

“You have been in prison, my friend?” 
asked the professor. 

* Yes, sir,” replied the tall one. 

‘* And how many years of your life have you 
spent there?” 

* About five and twenty.” . 

‘‘Dear me!” said the professor. ‘ Will you 
sit down, please?” 

The subject sat down on the chair in the 
center, facing the audience, and the professor 
commenced to feel his head. 

‘This specimen,” he began, * is an excellent 
one. The indications of acriminal character 
are very marked; the organs of self-esteem 
and benevolence are missing, while that of de- 
structiveness is abnormally large. I should 
have been able to tell immediately, without 
the testimony of the man himself, that the 
owner of this skull had lived an extremely er- 
ratic and criminal life. lor what crime, my 
friend, were you imprisoned ?” 

‘**T have never committed any crime,” gruflly 
replied the subject. 

**But you told us that you have been the in 
mate of a prison for twenty-five years.” 

**So I have, but I've never committed a 
crime,” 

‘* Why were you there, then?” 

‘Tam a prison warder!” (Collapse of enter- 
tainment.) 


A Candid Opinion 
(Tete-a-tete.)—“‘l)oes thee know I think 


everybody is queer, except thee and me; and 
sometimes I think thee's a little queer!” 


Pink Pills give a 
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He Knew. 


: Little Johnny—Dogs don’t need to talk, 
cause anyone can understand their bark. 

Visitor—Can you? 

Little Johnny—Easy as anything! When my 
dog is at the door and barks, that means he 
wants to get in; if he’s inside the door and 
barks, that means he wants to get out. 

Visitor—Humph! Suppose he is half inside 
and half outside and barks; what does that 
mean? 

Little Johony—That means that there’s a 
bigger dog than him in our yard. 





iiescasehoien 
Sudden Conversion. 
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Costigan (who has been kicked out)—I wanty 
see th’ black-hearted son av a Kerry sod- 
t'umper that hod th’ imperance an’ th’ concait 
t’ lift his fut t’ th’ loikes o’ Dinny Costigan. 
Sure, Oi’ll break him in two—— 


ranviny 


= 





—an’ t’row th’ paces av him t’ th’ foor winds: 
so Ol will! Jist lave me han’s on him wanst, | 
an Oi'1l—— | 

| 


| 
| 





—Fait’! it’s you, is it, Carroll? Well, well, 
me bye, it’s th’ foine rale ould Oirish boost yez 
gev me, an’ Oi'm hopin’ it didn’t hur-rt yure 
fut.—Judge. 


Horsford’s Acid Phosphate 
MAKES AN INVIGORATING DRINK 
with water and sugar only. Delicious. 





A New Flavor. 


They were nearing an ice cream saloon and 
the young man casually remarked, ‘“* They sa: 
that ice cream is full of tyrotoxicon this year.” 

“Oh! is it?” she gushed, ‘‘ That must bea 
new flavor, and I should like to taste it. I'm | 
about sick of all the old flavors.” And the | 
young man hadn’t twenty cents in his pocket ! 


Impaired digestion repaired by BKEKCHAM'S 


PILLs, 
~- 


Saving the Children. 
Benevolent Lady— Mercy me, child! you | 
appear to be nearly frozen. 7 u 
Street Wuif—Yes'm. I got a job to play in 
Red Riding Hood in a nice warm theater to- 
night, but a agent of the Society for the Pre 
vention of Cruelty to Children came in and | 
kicked me out. 





New Facts About the Dakotas 


is the title of the latest illustrated pamphlet 
issued by the Chicago, Milwaukee & St. Paul 
Railway regarding those growing states, whose 
wonderful crops the past season have atiracted 
the attention of the whole country. It is full 
of facts of special interest for all not satisfied 
with their present location. Send to A. J, 
Taylor, Canadian Passenger Agent, 4 Palmer 
House Block, Toronto, Oat., for a copy free of 
expense. 


—— 


Two Wardrobes. 


Loving Wife—My summer wardrobe is com- 
pleted and I am now ready for Newport. 

Husband— Well, I'll see if I can arrange my 
affairs so I can go. 

Wife—Gracious! I[ can't take you along. 
You haven't a suit of clothes fit to be seen. 


—_—— ee 


The Best Advertisements. 


Many thousands of unsolicited letters have 
reached the manufacturers of Scott's Emulsion 
from those cured through its use, of consump- 
tion and scrofulous diseases! None can speak 
so confidently of its merits as those who have 
tested it. 


2e 


Seems To Be Necessary. 


“It looks as though my marriage with Miss 
Mullins would have to be postponed.” 


\ Eight Medals and Ten Diplomas at the 
oan World’s Great Exhibitions 


LABATT 


S London, Ont. 
JAS. GOOD & CO., Agents, Toronto 
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LABATT’S LONDON ALE AND STOUT 


For Dietetic and Medicinal Use, the most wholesome tonics and 
beverages available 





JAMAICA 1891 





CURE 


Si:k Headache and relieve all the troubles inci 
dent to a bilious state of the system, such as 
Dizziness, Nausea. Drowsiness, Distress after 
an Pain in the Side, &c. While their most 


remarkable success has been shown in curing 


SICK 


Headache, yet Carter's Litrte Liver Pius 
are equally valuable in Constipation, curing 
and preventing this annoying complaint, while 
they also correct all disorders of the stomach, 
stimulate the liver and regulate the bowels 
Even if they only cured 


HEAD 


Ache they would be almost priceless to those 
who suffer from this distressing complaint 
but fortunately their goodness does not end 
here, and those who once try them will find 
these little pills valuable in so many ways that 
they will not be willing to do without them 
But after all sick h 


ead 
is the bane of so many lives that here {s where 
we make our great boast. Our pills cure it 
while others do not. 

CarTER’s Litrie Liver Pitts are very small 
and very easy to take. One or two pills make 
a dose. They are strictly vegetable and do 
not gripe or purge, but by their gentle action 
— all who use them. In vials at 25 cents; 

ve for $1. Sold everywhere, or sent by mail 


CARTER MEDICINE 6O., New York. 


Smal] Fil, Small Dose, Small Price. 


D&A 


GURSETS 


For 





Shape and Durability 
are Unsurpassed 


LADIES! IF you desire 








.] 
i CLEAR, FRESH complexion, Free 
fro:n blotch, blemish, roughness, 
coarseness, redness, freckles, or pim- 
ples, use VIENNA TOILET 
CREAM, the finest preparation for 

H the skin, perfectly harmless d de- 

f lightfully perfumed. Very useful for 
ventlemen after shaving. Price 2sc. 





‘ienna Pharmacal Co. All Druggists. 


FOR FIFTY YEARS! 


MRS. WINSLOW’S 
SOOTHING SYRUP 


has been usea by Millions of Mothers 
for their children while Teething for over 
y Years. It soothes the child, softens the 
gums, allays all pain, cures wind colic, and 
is the best remedy for diarrhoea, 
Twenty-five Cents a Bottle. 





oO Oem RIPANS TABULES tenuate} 
the stomach, £8 ULES bree, pads 

urify the blood; are safe and effec- 

mal ;the best medicine known for 

ins jon, biliousness, headache, 

constipation, dyspepsia, chronic 
liver troubles, dysentery, bad =i 





plexion, dizziness, offensive breath 
and all 


disorders 6f the stomach, 
liver and bowels. One tabule gives immediate re-@ 
lief. Take one at meal time. Seld by Druggista. Ag 
trial bottle sent by mail on receipt of 15 cents * 
RIPANS CHEMICAL CO., 108pruce 8t., New York. 
CeeSOSCSHOSCOSSSSDSOSCOSEOESOE 


ADAMS PEPSIN 
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INDIGESTION. 


SOSSSSOSSOOO SCE 


FOR 


SEE THAT TUTTI FRUTTI 
'S ON EACH S® PACKAGE. 





Uncle Silas on Temperance. 


“Why, bruverip, whiskey am yore enemy. 
Now de good book say as yo must luv yore 
ernemeny, but itno whar say dat you isto 
swaller yore enemy. 





California and Mexico. 


The Wabash Railway have now on sale round 
trip tickets at very low rates to southern points, 
including Old Mexico and California. The onl 
line that can take tourists via Detroit throug 
St. Louis and Kansas City and return them 
via Chicago and vice versa. Finest equipped 
trains on earth, passing through six states of 
the Union. Spend a winter in Mexico, the 
land of the Aztecs and Toltecs; finest climate 
and scenery in the world and older than 
Egypt. Time tables and all information about 





** What's the trouble, old man?” 
‘*She got married to young Jobunker yester- 
day.” 


side trip at new ticket office, north-east corner 
King and Yongs streets, J. A. Richardson, 
Canadian passenger agent, Toronto. 
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Music. 


HE Philharmonic Society’s sec 
ond concert of this season was 
held in the Pavilion on Thurs- 
day evening of last week. Not- 
withstanding very unfavorable 
weather a fair audience, which 
considerably more than half 
filled the building, braved the 

elements to testify their loyalty to the pioneer 
society which is now in its twenty-second 
season. The programme presented on this 
occasion was an interesting one, embracing 
miscellaneous selections and the greater part 
of Handel's beautiful serenato, or pastoral 
opera, Acisand Galatea. The chorus and or- 
chestra turned out in good numbers despite 
the storm, about two hundred and twenty-five 
choristers being present, the orchestra number- 
ing about forty-‘ive perfo! mers selected from 
the ranks of our best professional and amateur 
talent. The orchestra showed to best advan- 
tage in the serenato, a very creditable bit of 
work being the performance of the opening 
symphony, which was undoubtedly the artistic 
gem of the evening, the quality of the wood 
wind being especially good. In the miscel- 
laneous part of the programme, which included 
the finale from J udassuhn’s Serenade, portions 
of Max Brach's violin concerto, the Goltermann 
*cello concerto and a Romanzo for soprano and 
orchestra by Suppe, want of sufficient orches- 
tral rehearsals was plainly evident. The solo 
ists, however,acquitted themselves remarkably 
well, particularly Mr. Paul Morgan, ‘cellist, 
whose performance called forth loud and pro 
longed applause. Mons. Boucher, the violinist, 
was cordially received also, the same being 
true of the soprano, Mrs. Campbell, whose 
work throughout, while remarkable for brilli- 
ancy, wasnevertheless honest and painstaking. 


The singing of the chorus was marked by a 
full body of tone (particularly good in the 
soprano and bass sections) a certainty of attack 
and robustness of style which indicated a 
thorough familiarity of the work in hand, which 
with the Golden Legend completes the task 
of the chorus for this season. Mr. Gorrie as 
\cis was hardly equal to the dramatic possi- 
bilities of his part, although his rendition of 
the more lyric arias was pleasing and found 
much favor with the audience. Perhaps the 
most pronounced popular success of the even- 
ing was Mr, Warrington’s rendition of the cele- 
brated recitative I rage—I melt—I burn! 
and the well known aria O Ruddier Than the 


Cherry, which were given with a dramatic | 


force and intensity which roused the audience 
toa high pitch of enthusiasm, which did not 
abate until the aria was repeated. Mr. Torring- 
ton conducted with his usual care and ability, 
the success of the concert being largely due to 
his vigilance in this capacity. The next and 
last concert of the Society for this season will 
be held during the latter part of May, when 
Sullivan’s masterpiece, the Golden Legend, 
will be given with full chorus and band. 


. 
The Seid! Juch concert in the Pavilion on 
Saturday night last attracted a large audience, 


which would no doubt have been much larger | 


had the event been advertised earlier. As it 
was, the well known artistic excellence of the 
company, combined with the reasonable prices 
charged on this occasion, resulted in an audi 


ence which furnished ample proof of what may | 
be expected when Toronto is supplied with a | 


music hall of sufficient seating capacity to 
warrant popular charges for admission. The 
concert was in many respects a memorable 
one, and one of the richest treats ever offered 
to the citizens of Toronto. Mr. Seid! and his 
fine orchestra never showed to as good ad 
vantage here as on this occasion, and no local 
audience has ever been more enthusiastic over 
a performance than were the auditors last 
Saturday evening atthe Pavilion. The success 
of the concert was largely due to the cleverly 
contrasted programme offered by Mr. Seidl and 
his associates. Although Lis great reputation 
has been gained principally as an interpreter 
of Wagnerian and modern romantic music, yet 
his direction of more classical works, notably 
of the andante from Beethoven's C minor 


Symphony, proved him to be a musician of the | 
broadest possible culture. The Wagnerian | 
excerpts, of course, were rendered superbly, | 


particularly the thrilling scene from Die 
Walkure, which, despite the absence of 
scenic accessories and the dramatic action of 
the operatic stage, created a remarkable im- 


pression. The FiowerGirl Scene from Parsifal, | 


although admirably: interpreted, suffered more 


than the Walkure excerpt through the absence | 


of dramatic surroundings, 


The Liszt compositions were among the most | 


successful numbers of the evening. The Hun 
garian Rhapsody was played with a brilliancy 
and precision which was electrifying, while the 


symphonic poem, I.es Preludes, which is one 
of those remarkable creations of the Weimar 
maestro which raised him for the time to a 


level with the greatest of the romantic com 
posers, was rendered with delightful beauty of 
tone and regard for phrasing. Ocher popular 
successes were the ¢«chumann Traumerei, ar 


ranged for string orchestra, and an effective 


Polonaise by Herbert, each of which was ex 


quisitely rendered and loudiy applauded. Tne 
vocal work of the evening was a rare treat in 
itself. Miss Juch sang with all her old-time 


vigor and dramatic power inthe operaric ex 
cerpts, and with her accustomed charming sim 
plicity in the Wagner lieder and the Bach 
Gounod Ave Maria, which was given with 
orchestral accompaniment and violin and harp 
obligatos. The Wagner group of songs were 
accompanied on the piano by Mr, Seidl, whose 
work in this capacity might well be taken as a 
model by students and others. The selections 
from Mascagni’s phenomenally popular opera 
were rendered in a manner which revealed 
hitherto hidden beauti: s for those who had not 
previously heard the effect of the original 
orchestration. Taken as a whole, the concert 
proved one of those delightful treats, the in 
fluence of which in cultivating and elevating 
public taste cannot be over-estimated, 


The firm of Messrs. Mason & Risch have been 
still further honored in connection with the 
vocalion industry which they are developing to 
so remarkable an extent in Worcester, Mass. 
Some few months since the lady directors of 
the World’s Fair, after an exhaustive consulta- 


tion with the Music Department, of which 
Theodore Thomas is chief, honored the com- 
pany with instructions to build a large three- 
manual vocalion for the fine hall in connection 
with their Women’s Building. Thisdistinction 
demonstrates how rapidly the vocalion system 
of organ building is winning its way into popu- 
larity among the highest musical authorities 
in the United States.” I learn that Mrs. Grover 
Cleveland is to open the building on May 1 
with imposing ceremonies, in which the voca- 
lion plays a prominent part. With the excep- 
tion of the large vocalion erected in Boston for 
a gentleman’s private residence (reference to 
which has already been made in SATURDAY 
Nicut), this World’s Fair vocalion will be the 
finest reed organ in the world, embracing 
forty-six stops and registers, The specifica- 
tions of this remarkable production in reed- 
organ manufacture include eight stops on the 
great organ, nine on the swell, six on the choir, 
two on the pedal and seven mechanical regis- 
ters ; also nine pedal combination movements, 
the whole constituting a marvelous example 
ot the revolution in reed-organ manufacture, 
which has been brought about of recent years, 
and which Toronto capital and enterprise are 
developing across the border. 
* 

The position of conductor of the renowned 
Boston Symphony Orchestra, rendered vacant 
by the resignation of Arthur Nikisch, has been 
offered to Dr. Hans Richter, of Vienna, who is 
reported to have accepted the post. In Dr. 
Richter the Boston people will have a conduc- 
tor whose name has been inseparably connected 
with the progress and history of music for a 
generation past. His association with the 
great Wagner, and his services in connection 
with the performances at Bayreuth, are subjects 
with which every student of music is already 
familiar. The Richter concerts in London have 
for years past been a strong factor in the devel- 
opment of the musical taste of the world’s 
metropolis, while his regular duties at the 
Vienna Royal Opera have resulted in raising 
the standard of the orchestra of that famous 
institution to a most enviable position among 
the orchestras of the world, as well as securing 
general operatic performances which are not 
excelled anywhere for general excellence. In 
one respect especially may Herr Dr, Richter 
be said to excel any living conductor, and that 
isin his knowledge of the technique of wind 
instruments, being himself one of the finest 
living horn players. Like Nikisch, he is in- 
tensely popular with his men, a fact which con- 
| tributes much to his success. Both men are 
| ardent disciples of the “new school,” which in 
| their case does not signify a lack of reverence 
for the *‘ old.” 





| Another most remarkable conductor who is 
stirring northern Germany at present is Herr 
| Weingartner, a young man of about thirty 
years of age. lnder his baton the Royal Opera 
Orchestra of Berlin has attained a proficiency 
which has left the far-famed Philharmonic 
orchestra of thesamecity outofthe race. Com- 
petent critics declare Herr Weingartner without 
| anequalinhisinterpretation of music of the mod- 
| ern romantic school. The engagement of this 
young man by anorchestralassociation of Glas- 
| gow, Scotland, to conduct a series of concerts 
| there, has created considerable comment in the 
| 8 -itish press, which naturally favorsthe employ- 
ment of native musicians. The Glasgow asso- 
| ciation, however, seems to place true art above 
nationality, and not finding an ative conductor 
possessed of the artistic qualifications de- 
manded by it, has gone abroad in its search. 
The Musical Standard in commenting on this 
matter, while evidencing the success of many 
| English conductors in the domain of chorus 
conducting, admits the lack of an indefinable 
something in the greatest of native conductors 
in the highest artistic realms of purely orchest- 
ral work. [learo froma German musical paper 
| that Herr Weingartner has had the co aductor- 
| ships of the German opera seasou at Covent 
Garden and of the Boston Orchestra offered to 
him, as well as that of the Scottish Orchestra, 
* 

While on the subject of conductors, Dr. 
Hans Von Bulow, the greatest of all little fel- 
lows (as O;to Floerscheim puts itin writing 
| from Berlin to the New York Musical Courier) 
has again thoroughly conquered the art-loving 
Imperial city by his superb interpretation of 
classical music at a recent concert given there 
by the Philharmonic Society. Bulow had only 
recently emerged from one of his enforced 
retirements from public work, and his recep- 
| tion on this occasion was a most memor- 
| able one. After the performance the eccentric 
doctor was greeted by a frantic and 
continued outburst of applause and a fanfare 
from the orchestra. Innumerable recalls fol- 
| lowed and the pale and tirei little man finally 
was induced to deliver a speech which is 
| worthy of note, since it reveals a modesty 
| which Bulow is not generally accredited with. 
| He said, ‘‘I thank you for this and accept it 
partly on behalf of the orchestra und as a 
token of your condonement of my former ex- 
| travagances.” The musical people of Berlin 
| have not yet recovered from the surprise 
| occasioned by this non characteristic little 
speech, 





Berlin, Ontario, is generally understood to 
| be a tolerably musical locality considering its 
size and opportunities. It boasts several fine 
| bands, one of them the first in the province ; 
also a fair amateur orchestra and the usual 
maennerchere, etc., all of which contribute 
their quota in giving the future city a certain 
| musical importance, I trust, however, that 


| the musical criticisms which appear from time 
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to time in the columns of the Daily News of 
| that town do not reflecc the true musical senti 
| ment of the place. The worthy editor of the 


| News in commenting on the recent appear- 
ance of the S:hirmer-Mapleson Opera Company 
in Berlin, expresses satisfaction at having 


heard Mme, Mapleson sing the perennial Last 
| 


| Rose of Summer, and that other little ballad 

Annie Laurie; but there the merits of the 
| performance ended so far as he was concerned. 
Speaking of Mme. Mapleson’s support he says: 
“They all carry Italian names whether born 
in England, Canada, or Ireland,” and adds that 
‘itis rather degrading to the English-speak 
ing world that most of such ‘ high-class’ artists 
(note the sneer) must fling Italian at them, 
when nine out of ten in every Canadian audi 
ence ‘ would rather hear something they could 



























































Didn’t Understand Figures. 





Miss Blanche (varting for months)—Perhaps I shall never again appear on your horizon. 
Van Guller—My horizon! do you think I own the earth (—Judge. 


appreciate.’” Now, all this is very hard on 
Berlin, Ont. The editor of the News evidently 
takes no interest in the vocal ability of visit 
ing performers or the beauty of the music of- 
fered by them, but rather goes to a “‘show” to 
hear the time-worn doggerel of some little tune 
in preference. An honest confession is good 
for the soul, Peter, but why should you class 
nine out of ten Berlinites as of your own musi- 
cal calibre? i had learned to believe better 
things of your townspeople. A Pennsylvania 
Dutch version of Home, Sweet Home (Hehm, 
Suesse Hehm, zum Beispiel) would probably be 
the acme of musical excellence in Peter's 
imagination, since he appears to have as little 


use for orthodox German as for Italian. 
* 


Mr. J. D. A. Tripp, the popular pianist, has 
been appointed principal pianoforte teacher 
at Mrs. Neville’s Boarding School for Young 
Ladies, 


Mr. Harry M. Field’s pianoforte recital for 
the benefit of the Infants’ Home and Infirmary 
will be held in Association Hall on Monday 
evening next, May 1, not on Wednesday, May 
3, as stated in last week’s SATURDAY NIGHT. 
Mr. Field will be assisted by Mrs. Caldwell, 
soprano ; Mrs, D. E. Cameron, contralto ; Mr. 
J. Churchill Arlidge, flutist ; and Mr, W. H. 
Hewlett, accompanist, . 


I trust that the concert by the Boston 
Symphony Orchestra on Tuesday evening next, 
in the Grand Opera House, will be attended by 
an audience which will test the seating capa- 
city of that cosy theater to the utmost, This 
orchestra ranks with the very best in the 
world, and the concert to be given by them 
under the direction of Herr Nikisch will bea 
fitting climax to a most remarkable season of 
great things in orchestral music. 


I regret to have to record the death of Mrs, 
Geo. Suckling, wife of the music publisher and 
daughter of Mr. F. H. Torrington, director of 
the College of Music. MobDERATO., 





Earning His Living. 





The tramp had asked the well-to do citizen 
for a dime, and had not succeeded n secur- 
ing it. 

‘““Why don’t you earn your living?” asked 
the well-to-do, reprovingly. 

‘*I do,” said the tramp, with a touch of sad- 
ness in his voice. 

**Don’t tell me that ; I know better,’ con- 
tended the citizen. 

**Don't I earn it!” and the tramp’s voice 

quivered. ‘‘Isn’t it earning food, when . walk 
allday from kitchen door to kitchen door in 
the wet and cold for a bit of dry bread anda 
piece of bad meat? Isn't it earning clothes 
when I take kicks and cusses from place to 
place, begging an old coat or a pair of cast-off 
trowsers? Isn’t it earning a covering when I 
trudge along dirty alleys looking fora hat or 
an old pair of shoes? Isn‘t it earning shelter 
when I break the law to get into a station 
house at night, where there is warmth and a 
dry plank to sleep on? Isn’t it earning a living 
when a man lives because there is no other in- 
centive tolive than the fear of death? Isn’t 
it——” 
* Hold on, hold on,” interrupted the well-to- 
do. ‘I never looked at it just that way before, 
and I don’t quite think you are righ’, but here’s 
adollar. Now go and buy yourself a farm,” 
and the well to-do shook the trampand hurried 
along to his comfortable home, not convinced 
that the tramp reasoned correctly, but still not 
sorry he had given him the dollar.—Detroit 
Free Press, 








A Plucky Singer. 


Fifty years ago European audiences listened 
with rapt admiration to Rubini, a tenor of 
whom it was said that, though he himself 
could not act, he made his voice act for him. 
The intensity of expression be gave to his 
voice, the judicious use of the tremolo and the 
management of light and shade produced a 
thrilling effect. But his bast vocal feat con- 
sisted in taking the bass of the upper stave 
without preparation, thus retaining it for a 
long time, and then let it imperceptibly die 
away. The listeners could hardly believe their 
ears. 

The adventurous are always on the edge of 
danger. On one occasion Rubini, after repeat. 
ing his vocal feat, and being a second time en- 
cored, found himself unable to produce the 
expected note. Determined not to fail, he 
gathered up his vocal strength and made a 
supreme effort. The note came with its wonted 
power, brilliancy and duration, but at the cost 
of a broken collar bone. 

A surgeon examined the singer and found 
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that the tension of the lungs had been too 
powerful for the strength of his collar bone. 
Two months’ rest would be required to re-unite 
the clavicle, and this the singer declared to be 
impossible, as he had only finished several 
days of a long engagement. 

“Can I sing at all with a broken collar bone?” 
he asked. 

“Yes; it will make no difference in your 

voice,” answered the surgeon. ‘‘ But you must 
| 





HELEN M. MOORE, Mus, Bac, 
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Students prepared for the University examinations in 
Music. Toronto Oollege of Music and 608 Church Street. 
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Orchestra at Hamburg, (Dr. Hans von Bulow, conductor.) 


Studio, Odd Fellows’ ee, cor. Yonge and College 
Streets, Room 13, or College of Music. 
Residence, Uorner Gerrara and Victoria Sw. Telephone 980 


OONOCERT BARITONB 
Choirmaster St. Peter's Church, Late of Westminster 
Abbev, Eng., and Milan, Italy. Instruction in Voice Cul- 
ture, Opera, Oratorio. Telephone 4227. 

64 Winchester St. or College of Music. 
OPEN TO CONCERT RNGAGEMENTS. 


avoid lifting heavy weights, and any undue ex- 
ertion ; above all, you must leave the B fiat 
alone.” ; 

Rubini continued to sing with a broken 
clavicle until the termination of the engage- 
ment.— Philadelphia Press, 








She Knew It. 
‘“Why, it’s getting late,” said young Mr, 
Dolley, looking at his watch at 11 30 p.m. 
**Didn’t you know?” replied Miss Gaskett. 
? Why, it began to get late more than an hour 
ago. 
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Evidence. 


‘I think Jagger’s family knew he was no 
saint.” 

“* Why?” 

‘““When he died they buried him in a fire- 
proof casket and put a fan in his hand.” 
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R. HARRY M. FIELD, PIANO VIRTUOSO, HAS 

returned from a two year’s residence in Ger- 

many, where he has been studying with Professor Martin 

Krause, the greatest and most famous teacher in Europe. 
Mr. Field also studied from ‘84 to ’88 with Dr. Prof. 

Reinecke in Leipzig and had the rare advantage of a course 
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London. 





Probably the last event of the season was the 
ball given by the medical staff of the Asylum 
for Insane, Drs. Bucke, Sippi, Beemer, Ross, 
and Hobbs. Shortly before nine the magnifi- 
cent avenue was thronged with carriages and 
‘buses, each awaiting its turn to deposit its fair 
toad. The ball-room, one of the largest in 
Canada, was gorgeously decorated ; streamers 
of colored bunting and Union Jacks hung from 
the ceiling and walls, and each corner formed a 
perfect cosy-corner, with curtains, screens and 
easy-chairs, while the stage was banked with 
lilies, ferns, and palms, behind which the 
orchestra dispensed sweet and seductive 
strains, The long and wide corridor which led 
to the ball-rcom was lined on either 
side with fir trees, with here and 
there pérfect tete-a-tetes, The lights here were 
dim and low and formed a contrast to the blaze 
of the ball-room, The guests were allowed to 
coam at will over the four main floors and 
adjoining sitting-rooms, and some even found 
pleasure on the lawn, The floor and music 


were all that could bs desired, and the bril- 


liant scene of blended color reminded one of a 
perfect kaleidoscope. London’s fairest beauties 


were there. Among the attractive faces and 


fetching gowns I especially noticed : Mrs. (Dr.) 
Bucke, in a rich black silk and jet, carry- 


ing red roses; Mrs. Beemer, in sea-foam silk 
and lace; Mrs. T. H. Smallman, in a courtly 
gown of black velvet and diamonds; Mrs, 
Ernest Smith, a beautiful gown of white 
satin and silver, carrying daisies ; Miss Edge, 
a gown of sky blue and pearls; Mrs. Gates, 


black and green; Mrs. Hume Cronyn in her 


wedding gown; Miss Richardson, the debut- 
ante, looked lovely and stately in white, 
carrying a huge bunch of blush roses; 
Miss Parke, in a gown of Nile green, 
with fur trimming, was one of the fairest ; 
Mrs. H. Carling, in white silk and pearls ; 
Mrs. Patterson, in pink and green; a dainty 
Empire gown of shot silk was worn by Mrs. N. 
J. Reid ; Mrs. N. Hyman, white satin and lace ; 
Mrs. MacFie, in white; the Misses Leys, in 
blue and pink bengaline gowns. One of the 
most striking and noticeable in the ball-room 
was Mrs. Anderson, who was a symphony in 
black silk. The Misses Smith of the Barracks 
were daintily dressed. Among others were 
noticed : Mrs. Cartwright, Colonel and Mrs. 
Shanley, the Misses Kibbi, Colonel and 
Mrs. Fisher, Mr. and Mrs. De La Hooke, 
Mr, and Mrs. John Labatt, Mr. and Mrs. Freer, 
Mr. and Mrs. McDonough, the Misses Mc- 
Donough, Dr. and Mrs. Dake, Miss McL‘mont, 
Miss O'Reilly and Miss Laing of Toronto, Miss 
Graydon, Mr. and Mrs. J. Duffield, Mr. and 
Mrs. How, Mr. and Mrs. P. E. Bucke, Miss 
Bucke, Major and Mrs. Graves, Mr. and Mrs. 
Larmour, Miss Larmour, Mr. and Mrs. Gillian, 
Mr. and Mrs. Laing, Miss Laing, Mr. and M's, 
Leonard, Miss Ibbotson of Montreal, Dr. and 
Mrs. River, and Miss MscBeth, and Messrs, 
MajorSmith, Dr. Mitchell, Waugb, Wilson, Har- 
‘ey, Brown, Gillespie, Atkinson, N. S. Smith, 
Roper, Lind, Gunn, Reid, Bechers, Furnace, 
Morphy, Zimmerman, Von TIfiland Jovey 
Baines, Kilgour, Jarvis, Shaw, Woods, Bucke, 
Rowley. Graydon, Cronyn, Meredith, Bayley, 
Hogg, Rock, and many others. Too much 
credit cannot be given to the doctors for the 
able way in which they managed the dance, and 
the asylum ball of ‘93 will ever be green in the 
memory of Londoners. EASTER, 





American Hospitality. 

Our neighbors’ ‘across the line” well 
known national characteristic of hospitality 
will this Columbian year ba taxed to the 
utmost, but we think they will be well able to 
stand the strain and come through the ordeal 
with flying colors. At all events, preparations 
are being made, as we know, on an immense 
scale for the reception of the many thousands 
of expected visitors not only in the hotels and 
established boarding-houses, but in private 
families where after all the change and excite- 
ment essential to hotel life the magic word of 


“*home” will lose none of its old-time charm. 
Chicago’s many handsome and commodious 


hotels cannot possibly accommodate all the 
visiting thousands to that city this coming 
summer, but the manner in which its citizens 
have thrown open their homes to meet the 
deficiency is highly praiseworthy and speaks 
volumes for the spirit with which they have 
entered into meeting this all-important ques- 
tion, auguring well for the success of the under- 
taking. 

A tabulated list has been prepared, giving 
the names of all persons who are willing to 
accommodate visitors. This list has been made 
into book-form, and plans of Chicago and Fair 
grounds added. The key map shows the dif- 
ferent sections into which Chicago is divided, 
while a plan in full details is given of each 
section, so that an intending visitor has only 
to decide in which section he will reside, 
turn to the sectional map and by its side a list 
of families, classified numerically under alpha- 
betically arranged streets, will be found, The 
number of rooms vacant and whether board 
can be obtained or no in the same house, are also 
shown ; and by corresponding with the family 
chosen, all particulars can be obtained as to 
surroundings, size of rooms, conveniences, 
facilities for reaching the Fair grounds and 
other parts of the city, rates, dates, etc. 

The work entailed in the compiling of this 
directory must have been enormous, while the 
sum (fifty cents) asked for it is ridiculous in its 
smallness. ‘‘ Homes for Visitors at the World's 
Fair,” such is the title, is placed in the hands 
of the public by the Canadian Pacific Railway 
Company through its principal passenger 
agents. 
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The Shoe Palace of Canada 





McPherson’s parlor shoe house, 186 Yonge 
street, is bristling with novelties in spring 
footwear. Among the most striking of their 
attractions in their exquisite range of Foster 
& Co.’s Oxfords in colored and black kid on 
narrow, square and needle toe lasts, The col- 
ored lines are made in a combination of two 
colors, one forming a pretty contrast to the 
other. The styles are strictly original, the 
stock Foster & Co.'s creation, A visit to this 
enterprising firm’s beautiful store cannot prove 
other than profitable and instructive. 
















































The African Choir. 


Great interest is being taken in the visit of 
the African Native Choir to this city on May 
4,5, and 6, The coneerts will take place in 
Association Hall, a special matinee for chil- 
dren being given on May 6. The choir is not 
composed of burnt cork artists or American- 
ized negroes, but isa real African choir, sing- 
ing their native melodies, and dressed, as far 
as may be, according to the habits of their 
tribes, 








A Summer Resort 





You are thinking of your holidays. Why 
not look upthe claims of Glen Island on the 
beautiful Bay of Quinte? The illustrated ad- 
vertisement in another column entitled * A 
Fairy Resting Place” offers everything that 
could be wished for. 








Canada’s Com’c Paper, 





The Grip newspaper wi!'l be sold by tender 
on Wednesday, May 31, the present proprietors 
having decided to retire from the business, 
There will probably be little difficulty in dis- 
posing of Grip. It goes to the highest tender, 





YY. W. Cc. G 


A musical entertainment is promised on 
Friday evening, May 5, at Gooderham Hall, 
McGill street, by the Young Women’s Christian 
Guild. Prof. Kuchenmeister has kindly con- 
sented to appear along with the following well 
known musicians: Miss Paterson, soprano ; 
Miss A. J. Wagner, piano; Miss Heintzman, 
contralto; Dr. Ziegler, basso; Herr Hahn, 
‘cello; Herr Charles Wagner, flute and violin, 
A silver collection will be taken at the door. 





A Splendid Offer. 
Attention is directed to the splendid offer 
made in our advertising columns by the old, 
reliable seed house of J. A. Simmers. 








An Incredible Story. 





A gentleman who has recently returned 
from quite a long trip through the ‘‘ Aztecs ’ 
has been giving some interesting experiences 
to his friends. Among other things he said 
that when he wasin the City ut Mexico he 
was shown through some ancient buildings, 
convents and jails that were erected by the 
Spaniards several centuries ago. In the wall 
of one of these ancient edifices he saw asmall 
opening, so he naturally enquired of,;his Mexi- 
can guide what purpose it served. He was 
told that it was one of those buildings in which 
criminals were walled up alive. 

** But what was the use of the hole in the 
wall?” he asked. 

‘* Well, senor,” replied the guide, ‘‘ as long 


as the prisoner lived his food was handed 
through to him ona plate, and he handed back 
the empty plate through the hole, bat when 
the prisoner handed back the plate with the 
food on it untouched, then the jailer knew that 
he was dead already, and didn’t give him any 
more.” —Texas Siftings. 
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Our position is a 
unique one. 


In the FIRST place 
WE KNOW THEM. 
We've made them a study 
for years and claim to have 
“expert” knowledge re- 
garding them. 

In the SECOND place 
we show the largest stock 
in the city—this you can 
easily verify for yourself— 
and in the THIRD place 
we buy direct from the cut- 
ters—not after two or three 
have had their little profit 

—-but direct from the cut- 

ters upon the same basis 
exactly as the largest 
wholesale dealer in New 
York city. Hence value 
unapproachable. 


Ryrie Bros. 
Cor. Yonge & Adelaide Sts. 


The same applies to all 
precious stones. _ Rubies, 


Emeralds, Sapphires, &c. 








KLEISER’S STAR COURSE 
PAVILION, THURSDAY, MAY 4 


POW ERS 
“DAVID GARRICK” 


ASSISTED BY THE 


BAND OF THE QUEEN'S OWN RIFLES 


Plan now open at Nordheimer’s. Prices, $1, 750., 500. & 250 


110 YONGE STREET 


I have leased the above premises and etooked it with a 
very large ani comp'ete assortment cf 


Fine Boots and Shoes 
Rubbers, Valises, Etc. 


In theee lines I am prepared to give superior value. 


W. L. WALLACE, 110 Yonge St. 





“—— 
































30 Yonge St., near corner King. 
COL. HENRY SAVAGE’S 


J. M. BARRIE'S 


G. A. HENTY’S 
IK. MARVELS (Donald G. Mitchell): 


of a Bachelor 


GEO. MANVILLE FENN’S 


TELEPHONE 1717. Near corner King 


For the Ball Room... 


man of taste and style the gradations of 
change from year to year are plainly dis- 
cernible. For the past two or three seasons, 
it may be noted, a radical change has been 
made in the style and material used in the 
making up of dress suits. 

Broadcloth and doe skin have absolutely 
disappeared, and the rich, hard woven diag- 
onals have given place to the rough finished 
Cheviot and Venetian finished worsteds that 
have been the universal rage in London and 
New York. 

The present mode of the make up requires 
that the lapels of the coat should be faced 
with heavy black gros grain silk, but tailors 
who consider fine points of fit line the body 
ot the coat with satin de chines, as the satin 
fits closer and firmer and the coat slips on 
easier. 

Such are the styles as furnished by 


Henry A. Taylor 
No. 1 Rossin House Block 


CHAS. E. BURNS 
STEAMSHIP AND TOURIST AGENCY 


FOR 


England, Ireland, Scotlacd, the Continent and 
all parts of the World. 


LOWEST RATES to West Indies, Florida, 
Georgia and all Southern States, 


April, May, Jane and July Tours in Europe. 


Best hotel accommodation Werld’s Fair, and 
all places in U. 8. and Canada. 


For all information, call or address 
CHAS. E. BURNS, 77 Yonge St.. TORONTO 
*Phone 2400 (2ad door above King). 


Christy 
Knives 


BREAD-- CAKE~ PARING. 


One Dollar per Set. Free by Mail. 


Christy Knife Company, 
30 Wellington St. E.. TORONTO. 


Sa 
w= AGENTS WANTED. “= 








R. WOLFE 


IMPORTER AND MANUFACTURER OF 


Ladies’ Tailor-Made Mantles & Costumes 


WHOLESALE AND RETAIL 
117 Yonge Street TELEPHONE 1509 





We lead; others follow. We carry the 
most fashionable line of Mantles and Cos- 
tumes to be had in the Dominion. We guar 
antee a perfect fit to any mantle we sell. It 


NEW NOVELS 


John P. MeKenna's 


The Masked Venus 


Tillyloss Scandal 
In the Days of the Mutiny 


Dream Life and Reveries 


A Secret Quest 


80 YONGE STREET 





For this and all other state occasions oc- 
curring in the evening a full dress suit is 
indispensible. To the casual observer there 
are few perceptible variations in the conven- 
tional evening dress of the period, but to the 


SIMMERS 


PEHAS 





If you have a vacant space in 


THE COMING FLOWER 







your garden it will be made beau- 
tifal if you plant seeds of the 
“SIMMERS” COLLECTION 
OF SWEET PEAS, Toey will 
bloom all summer as fast as 
plucked. A packet of seeds of 
each cf the following varieties 


CENTS 


(Post paid to any address). 


DUCHESS OF EDINBURGH 
—Sweet, beautiful orange-scarlet 
flower, flashed crimson. 

MRS. GLADSTONE — Exqul- 
site soft and bright pink, with rosy 
blush wings; large and profuse 
flowers, 

QUEEN OF ENGLAND—Ros 
pivk shaded heliotrope, a magni- 
ficent flower and of large size. 

COUNTESS OF RADNOR— 
Delicate lavender and mauve; a 
really lovely variety. 

ECHFORD'S SURPASSING 
SWEET PEAS—This grand 
strain «cf new Sweet Peas in mix- 
ture is unequaled. It includes not 
only the best of Echford’s novel- 
jes, but also many new seedlings 
not yet named and of surparsing 
beauty. 


O:der To-day. Send Cash or Postage Stamps. 


A GARDEN FOR A DOLLAR 


For a dollar we will send, postage paid, the following collection of choice plants and roots, consisting of distinct va- 


rieties of the following : 
6 Gladioli I Taberous Begonia 


2 Dahlias 


1 Fuchsia 1 Geranium 1 Tuberose 


Twenty-five packets cf seeds of different varieties of flowers or vegetables (your own or our selection), $1. 


CENTROSEMA GRANDIEFLORA (Look at Me.)—An entirely new plant—a perfectly hardy perennial vine grow- 
ing from 6 to 8 feet high, of rare and exquisite besuty, Blooms early in June from seed sown in April and bears ia the 
greatest profusion inverted pea shaped flowers from 1} to 2} inches in diameter, and ranging in color from a rosy violet 
to a reddish purple with a broad feathered white marking through the center. The large buds and the back of the 


flowers are pure white, making it appear as if one plant bore many different colored flowers at one time. 


It is one of 


the most original and striking Novelties offered to the publio in many years. Price, 20 cents per Packet, 3 for 5@ 


cents, or 6 Packets for $1.00. Postpaid to any address 


SIMMERS’ Toronto Parks Lawn Grass Seed (for sowing now) 30c. per Ib, 


ADDRESS ALL ORDERS TO 


J. A. SIMMERS, 


SEEDS, PLANTS AND BULBS 
147, 149 and 161 King Street 


TORONTO, CANADA. 


Please Mention this Paper. 








THE WORLD'S FAIR 
CHICAGO 


i et We 


ete ae 
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SPECIAL TO CANADIANS 


The Canadian Headquarters Club, situated in the Mar- 
quette Hotel, corner Adams and Dearborn Streets, opposite 
the Poste ffice, Chicago, will be opened on May 1. 

It will sfford to its members all the accommodation and 
advantages of a first-class club. 

It will protect them against overcharge and imposition. 

It will supply all information to travellers and will assist 
ite patrons to secure accommodation in hotels and board- 
ing houses at greatly reduced rates. This we guarantee, 
= — have been made with several of the leading 

otele 

From the large membership already secured, this clu/ 
will undoubted'y be the great meeting place of Canadians 
in Chicago. 

The Canadian and Scottish Leagues, of Chicago, com- 
prising the leading Canadians cf that city, are working in 
cor janction with the club. 

Membership fee for the entire season has been placed at 
the low figure of $5 

Full information can be obtained by communicating with 
the Secretary of the Club, Mail Building, Toronto. 











TRADE MARK 





AMONDS 


DIRECT FROM PARIS 


Que French Cut Diamonds Have No Equal 
BIG REDUCTION IN PaICES 


You can save from 25 to 50 per cent. by purchasing at our 
CLEARING SALE. 


DIAMOND SETTERS 
and IMPORTERS 


168 Yonge Street, Toronto 
RETIRING FROM BUSINESS 





Tenders Wanted 


Tenders will be received up to 3let May, 1893, atip.m, 
for the purchase of the Wéekly Newspaper, published in 
Toronto, uoder the name or title of 


“aq R | 7"? 


an Independent Journal of Humor and Caricature. The 
sale will include the good will of the paper, the subscr!p- 
tion liste and the amounts due for the subscriptions, the 
advertising contracts and the open accounte due for adver- 
tising. Terms of payment of purchase money are as fol- 
lowe: Ten per cent. at time of purchase, and the balaace to 
be secured by approved notes in three equal payments at 3, 
6 and 9 months, with 6 per cent. interest. Toe highest or 
any tender will not neces/arily be accepted. Tender to be 
in sealed envelopes marked “ Tender for Grip,” and to be 
addressed and sent in to Edgar & Malone, Solicitors, 
Trusts Co. Buildings, corner Yonge and Colborre Streets, 
Toronto. 

All information regarding circulation, subscription lists, 
advertising contra te and other matters will be supplied to 
intending purchasers on application to Mr. HOWELL, at 
the Grip Office, 201 Yonge Street. 





~~ ‘Take the Old Reliable and Popular 


CUNARD 


8. 8. LINE, 


EUROPE 


Agent also for Allan, State, Dominion, Beaver, Ham- 
burg, Netherlande, Wi son and French Lines. 


will pay you to call and see us before buying A F WEBSTER King and von Sta. 


Extra sizes made to order—no 
Orders by mail promptly at- 
Tel. 1509. 


elsewhere. 
extra charge. 
tended to. Moderate prices. 








MILLINBRY AND DRESSMAKING 


Having leased the premises recently ocoupied by the 
late MISS MORRISON, I have opened the same with an 


entirely new stock, comprisirg all the latest desiges in 


Parisian and American Pattern Hats 


and Bonnets 


The Dressmaking Department under my own supervision. 


MISS M. A. ARMSTRONG 





41 King St. West, Toronto 


May 
Weddings... 


WEDDING INVITATIONS 
VISITING CARDS 


&c., &c. 


... Printed and Engraved 


In the Latest Styles 
JAS. BAIN & SON 


FINE STATIONERS 


53 King East, Toronto 


DICKSON & 
urn" TOWNSEND 


IMPORTANT ART SALE 
Mp. d. Colin Forbes, R.0.A., 0.8.4. 


Has instructed us to place on exhibition for sale his 
important collectton cf 


OlL =PAINTINGS 


Which comprises many beautiful Figure, Landscape and 
Marine Paintings, also Studies from Life made «3 Aen 
den Castle and Park Lane of the Right Hon Wm. E Glad- 
stone, which we sell by auction, WITHOUT RESERVE, on 


Thursday, May 4, at 2.30 p m. 


In cur new premises, 


No. 22 King St. West (Manning Arcade) 


On view May 2 and 3. 
Catalogues on application. 
DICKSON & TOWNSEND, Auctioneers. 





By CHAS. M HENDERSON & CO. 


219 and 221 Yonge St., Cor. of Shuter &t. 


Established SER Telephone 
AUCTIONEERS 


TO THE 


Imperial and Dominion Governments 


ALSO TO THE 
Canadian and Dominion Express 
Companies 


Parties) requiring our services kindly 
give early notice. 
Terms as usual 


OHAS. M. HENDERSON & OO. 


AUCTIONBERS 


SWEET 
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Trinity Talk. 


RINITY term closes on June 1, 
and the University Examina- 
tions in the Faculty of Arts 
commence on June 8. This sad 
fact accounts for the brevity of 
this column. Besides, what 
cut off the Banjo Club in the 
flower of beautiful, blushing, 

budding youth?—Exams. What put an end to 
suppers in the common room and in mens 
rooms?—Exams. What puts 4 check on 
athletics ?—Exams. What makes everyone sad 
and lonely and weary and forlorn 1—E-x a-m-s, 
But, alas, there can be no remedy, one can 
only grind and wait for better days, 
** When the wicked cease from troubling 


And the weary are at rest.” 
. 





The Banjo, Guitar, and Mandolin Club played 
at East Toronto on the 25th. As usual, they 
received enthusiastic encores, and from all ac- 
counts had a most pleasant evening besides. 
The club will make its last appearance in As- 
sociation Hall on the 2nd of May at the grand 
banjo concert to be given there. Mr. Farland, 
who is to-day without doubt the finest banjoist 
in the world, will be the chief attraction. Miss 
Kleiser will sing and Mr. Ramsay will also 
assist. The Toronto Ideal Banjo Club and 
Trinity—as the representative Canadian uni- 
versity banjo club—will furnish numbers. It 
will, indeed, be a ‘“‘banjo festival,” and large 
numbers are availing themselves of the oppor- 
tunity of hearing the banjo at its best. 


On Saturday, April 22, the baseball team met 
the Dukes. The match was played in a drizz- 
ling rain, yet a very fair exhibition of baseball 
was made. The following was the Trinity 
team: Pitcher, Wadsworth ; catcher, Blanch- 
ard: first base, Martin; second base, Buck- 
land; third base, Robertson; short stop, Mc 
Carthy ; left field, Myer; center field, Percy ; 
right field, Chadwick. The match was very 
even throughout, with Trinity in the lead for 


the first five innings. Score—Dukes 8, Trinity 
3. 


. 

Altogether the work of the team was most 
satisfactory, and with the present material and 
careful coaching it ought to make a good 
record for the red and black. 


The following games played this last week 
were too late for this issue: April 26, St. 
Michael’s College; April 28, Toronto Univer- 
sity ; April 29, Parkdale. 

The cricket schedule, subject to alteration, is 
as follows: First Eleven, May 13, Rosedale: 
May 20, Trinity College School; May 24, Tc 
ronto: May 27, Hamilton: May 31, Toronto; 


Jane 2, Toronto University: June 3, Upper | 


Canada College ; June 24, Parkdale. The tour 


will include Brantford, London, Chatham, | 


Woodstock, Detroit, and Michigan Athletic 
Associations. Other dates will probably be 
arranged for the tour lateron. The crease is 
beginning to get in good condition. The pro- 
fessional will b2 here on the first of May. 


The schedule of the second eleven is not yet 
completed. 


Mr. Alexis Martin, B.A., 92, has returned 
from the continent and is now at home in 
Hamilton. Mr. Martin is still in a state of 
convalescence, but we trust soon to see him 
again in the cricket and football arena, in old- 
time condition and form. 


Mr. C. S. MacInnes, B.A., 92, who during 


the past year has been in Germany, will return | 


in time to take up his abode at Trinity, in the 
fall, as lecturerin classics. Rep AND BLACK, 


ee 


‘Varsity Chat. 


FTER long years and many sug 
gestions, amendments and de- 
bates, the Senate has at last wrought 
a change in the much maligned 
pass course. The first alteration 


was to give it a new start in life | 


by re-christening it, and * hereafter its 
designation will be ‘“‘the general course.” 
As in the honor work, an _ opportun- 


ity will be given to show merit, and in future 
the successful candidates wil! be divided into | 
three grades, This action of the Senate will 


be much appreciated, but another attempt to 
improve the methods of examining is not so 


clear a benefit. While it has been conceded by 


the Senate that the lack of classification in the 
old pass course was one of its defects, with ap- 
parent inconsistency, it has partialiy removed 
classification from the present honor courses, 
From this time forward honor men will be ar 
ranged alphabetically in the different grades, 
Just why the Senate should consider it an ad 
vantage to arrange in order of merit by divid 
ing into grades, and when this division has 
been made to call! the halt, is not clear. 


. 

An effort is being made to have a party of 
"Varsity men join together for the purpose of 
visiting the World's Fair at Chicago. If fifty 
can be induced to take part in the enterprise, 
a boat would be chartered to leave Colling wood 


or Owen Sound, and remain at Chicago a week. 
© 


The results of the medical examinations 
which have been eagerly looked for, have been 
announced and the following obtain degrees : 
M. D.—H. A. Bruce, M.B., C. J. McNamara, 
M.B. M.B.—R. D. Alway, F. J. Ball, C. W. 
Beemer, F. Blanchard, W. F. Brown, R. M. 
Calder, T. Coleman, B.A., G. S. Glassco, F. E. 
Grant, J. R. Hopkins, C. J. Laird, W. H. Lam 
bert, W. J. McKenzie, J. A. McMillan, B.A.., 
J. A. McNaughton, F. Martin, W. E. Olm 
stead, F. G. E. Pearson, J. M. Rogers, A. F. 
Rykert, B.A , H. H. Sanderson, J. H. Shouldice, 
E. H. Stafford, H. A. Wardell, J. A. Arm 
strong, J. H. Austin, W. Chambers, W. Elliott, 
T. B, Fatcher, E. E. Harvey, J. N. Harvie, 
B.A., H. W. Hill, J. E. Lehmann, D, McAlpine, 
J. H. McGarry, H. F. McKendrick, S. R. Mac 
kenzie, D. Marr, A. H. Nicol, BA., W. F, 
Park, H. D. Pease, J. B. Peters, F. W. Pirritte, 


r. E. South, S. G. Story, C. J. Taylor, C. W. 
Thompson, P. D. Tyerman, W. F. B. Wake 
field, J. J. William. The complete honor re 


TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 


‘A FAIRY RESTING PLACE ”’ 





is Glen Island, situated in the far-famed Bay of Quinte, Ont. The morning express from 
Toronto connects daily with the steamers at Deseronto, Napanee and Picton, landing pas- 
sengers at the islands the same afternoon. Although so easily reached Glen Island affords all 
the retirement found in the most rural districts, a great charm to the lover of nature. The 
scenery is unsurpassed. ‘The bathing is excellent, and the fishing has been recommended by 
international anglers for years. A canoe can traverse the Bay with safety. For the children 
itis “the” place, the gentiy sloping shores and shallow waters rendering accident well-nigh 
impossible. Comfortable cottages, for families or single tourists, furnished or unfurnished, all 
detached, with large lawns between, affording all the privacy of a country residence. , A cool, 
central dining-room, on the Island, where excellent board is furnished those desiring it. 
Daily boats and mails. Lawn tennis, croquet grounds, etc. All necessary supplies such as 
stoves, wood, ice, country milk and cream, fresh fruit and eggs, etc., etc, can be procured at 
the Island daily. City references furnished to anyone desiring information. 

N. B.—As the number of cottages is limited it is desirable that those who contemplate 
visiting the Island during the season should make application for accommodation required as 
early as possible. Address for full information : 


‘DINGMAN BROS., 25 Brunswick Avenue, Toronto 


NEW DESIGNS 


IN 


CANDLES TIGKS 


AND IN 
Two, Three, Four, Five and Seven Light 


GANDELABRA 


The Toronto Silver Plate Co. 


MANUFACTURERS OF 


Sterling Silver and Electro Silver Plate 
FACTORIES AND SALESHKOOMS: 


570 King Street West, Toronto 


JNO. C. COPP 
Sec.-Treas. 











B. G. GOODERHAM 
Manager 








W. Elliott ; third, T. B, Fatcher, E. E. Harvey, | 


equal, subject to the granting of a second ; 


medal by the Faculty of Medicine. Scholar- She was a tall woman with a severe cast of 
ships--Third year, first, W.. J. McCallum ; countenance and a mole, from which a good- 


second, J. H. Bull. Second year, first, T. W. sized goatee depended. on her — She 
G. McKay; second, J. R. Lancaster. First | boarded a wenqen street car the other night 
year, first, W. Goldie ; second, E. L. Roberts. and found oreey seat occupied. No man 
o offered to give her his seat, and she planted 

Mr. P. McArthur, now of New York, is at herself just inside the door and squarely across 


| present in this city. Mr. McArthur isa well | the entrances, 4 
known contributor to the leading American}. Madam,” said the conductor politely, “ I 
papers. His verse is bright and full of indi- ; wish you would move forward a little in the 
viduality and color. The avidity with which vr oe 

| New York editors compete for his manuscript | I'll do no such thing,” she snapped. 


is perhaps most indicative of its quality. His | ., “But, madam,” continued the conductor, 
work, both in prose and verse, is widely quoted. people have got to get in andout of this door. 
‘ “I don’t care if they have. I'll stand here 


When the University opens next fall the and nowhere else,” she said, and her voice was 


members of the various athletic organizations meee. vinegary. ‘ 
will be assis'ed in their training by the splen- I shall have to insist,” said the conductor, 


didly equipped gymnasium. It is now open | putting one band on her shoulder. 
| tothe students, and although the benefit to She glared at him with unspeakable fury. 


| the general student body will not be great dur- Then she said wrathfully : “Take your bands 
ing the pressure of spring work, yet the mew- | off me, pes Pil stand here and nowhere else.” 
| bers of the baseball club are already reaping its | “Bat T insist 
| advantages. Especially to those students who | “I don't isi what you do. I have paid my 
| do not participate in any of the out-door games | fare and I won 6 be bossed around by ne boy of 
will it prove a boon. a conductor. I'll stand here and you nor no 
one else can make me move a peg.” 

Just then the motor man tried to slow down 
his car and, by mistake, shut the current off 
entirely. The car stopped suddenly and the 
tall woman went plunging down the aisle and 
landed on her knees near the front door. 

Everybody smiled and the conductor laughed 
aloud. She picked herself up and shouted 
furiously : ** Laugh, blame you. but I want you 
. | to understand you didn't make me move!”— 


| Mr. J. N. Harvie, this year’s gold medalist in | Buffalo Express. 
the faculty of Medicine, is a graduatein arts 
| of ’89. Mr. Harvie is a systematic and thor 
ough worker. His brilliant success is a fitting 
| finale to a splendid college course. He is a 
native of Ocillia, 


She Moved. 

















The very disagreeable weather of the past 
| week has been a serious set back to our la- 
| crosse and baseball teams. As both these 
organizations have an active season mapped | 
|} out forthem it was particularly desired that 
they should get as much practice as possible. 
The late spring has made many enthusiasts 
look downcast. 








oe 


How He Remembered. 


“Now, don’t forget,” said she; ‘‘ be sure to 
| get this size—about a dozen. I have put a 
* sample in your overcoat pocket.” 

Owing to difficulty of communication Dr, A. He had been told about these big flat-headed 
Kirschmann’s acceptance of the position of | tacks half a dozen times, but somehow they 
lecturer and demonstrator in philosophy has | had escaped his memory. So he fumbled in 
just been received. The doctor was coming to | his ulster pocket and looked long and earnestly 
Canada in a round-about way and became ! atatack about three-fourths of an inch across 
tangled in one of the kaleidoscopic South | the head. 

American republics. He emerged after an ‘All right,” says he. “I'll try to think of 
| absence of some months, hence the delay in his | ‘em to-day—sure.” 
| reply. He purposes visiting the World’s Fair His wife wanted those tacks to finish some 
before coming to Toronto. Dr. Kirschmann | upholstery, and he kept them in mind all the 
comes to the University most highly recom- |! way down town, As soon as he got off the 
mended. He has been for several years assist | train at Park place he would go right off and 
ant in philosophy in the University of Leipzig, | get them. As soon as he got off at Park place 
| Germany, having fortwo years had exclusive | he would have done so, but a man whom he 
charge of Professor Wundt’s psychological la- | hadn’t seen for a year met him at the foot of 
boratory. His name is already well known to | the stairs and they went into the Astor House 
psy chologists through his researches in psycho- | to talk about things. His companion was an 
logical optics, color-perception, etc., published in entertaining man, and told him some amusing 
the Philosophisce Studien and in the American | experiences of what a very small world this is, 
Journal of Psychology. Dr. Kirschmann will And then he told the man some funny things 
take charge of the department of Psychology | about his forgetfulness, and incidentally re- 
and will g:ve especial attention to practical marked as to thetacks. His companion looked 
instruction in the laboratory, which is now | atthe tack and laughed. 
part of the curriculum in philosophy. | ‘ You'll remember that if you happen to sit 
} on it,” said he, 

That was the last time the subject of tacks 
was in his mind on that day, and he went home 
at night without them, He thought of them 


. 
Messrs. H. A. Bruce and Charles J. McNa 
mara, who this year receive the degree of Doc 
tor of Medicine, are both well known and popu 








sults will not be made known until May 5, but 
the following have obtained medals and | and Mr. McNamara in ‘89. Mr, McNamara is 


scholarships Faculty Medals—Gold, J. N, 
Harvie, B.A. ; silver, first, T. E. South ; second, 


the next day as he was going down town, but 
forgot them as soon as he got to his business, 
connected with the North-West Mounted Po | His wife was apparently busy with other 
lice and resides in Calgary. ApaM Rorus, | things, and thus it went, 


lar graduates. Mr. Bruce graduated last year, 




























How It Happened. 


Outcast—Please, mum, could you help an 
unfortunate man who was caught in an eleva- 
tor and laid up for six months? 

Old Lady—Poor man ; here’s a dollar for you. 
How did you happen to get caught ? 

Outcast (pocketing the dollar)—The police 
wvz too quick for me, mum, 


About a week later he was sitting in an ele- 
vated car reading his paper, oblivious to the 
rest of the} world. He had unbuttoned his 
overcoat and the long tail of it flowed into the 
adjacent seat. At Fiftv-ninth street quitea 
crowd came in, and a lady walked back and sat 
down next tohim. She got upagain, and with 
such precipitation that every body stared at her. 
The look of pain that swept her face appealed 
to another passenger, who at once offered her 
his seat. 

She colored slightly, felt worried, but declined 
with thanks. While people began to wonder 
what wasthe matter with her dress a messenger 
boy squeezed past and dropped into the vacant 
seat. He jumped about two feet high and 
yelled like a Comanche. 

The look of astonishment that centered on 
the boy was nothing to the look the boy gave 
the gentleman with the ulster. The latter 
seemed to be dazed for a moment—then an 
electric light broke over his face, and he gath- 
ered up the tail of his coat. It was at the 
Thirty-third street station now, and he got up 
and hurried to the first hardware store and 
-bought his tacks.— Pittsburg Despatch. 





A Proper Young Man. 


Paterfamilias—Young man, the time has 
come when I must demand an explanation. 
Why do you pay such attention to my daughter 
without asking my approval? 

Young Man—I thought it would be cheeky, 
you see, to ask your approval when we've been 
secretly married a year. 





Hard to Pacify. 
Brown—What’s all that row in the kitchen, 
Nora? Can’t you pacify Robert and make him 
-- that infernal howling? 
ora the cook (indignantly)— Young Masther 
Bobby pulled an oicicle aff the back fince, sorr, 
an’ laid it under the kitchen shtove, an’ now he 
declares Oi shtole it! : 





A Free Translation. 
“The ghost is willing, but the meat is 
feeble,” was a German's rendering of “The 
spirit is willing, but the flesh is weak.” 








Locked in a Safe 


Paul Gore of the Grand Pacific Hotel was 
locked in a fireproof vault in the hotel office 
for half an hour one afternoon. It all came 
about, as Paul Gore himself explains, ‘through’ 
trying to be too gay.” j 

Late in the afternoon a telegram was re- | 
ceived from Col. Frank Barrett in Helena, 
Mont., which requested that his mail be for- 
warded, and ending with these words:} 
“* Thermometer 50 deg. below zero here to day.” | 

Mr. Vidal read aloud the end of the despatch, 
a there was aturning up of coat collars and | 
audible shivers from the people who heard it. 

Paul Gore was standing a ‘ | TAs IS THE SEASON 

‘“‘ T'll just fix myself now for this cold wave,” 
he said, and seizinga small gas stove, he 
carried it into the fireproof vault and slammed 
the inside door behind him. There was a 
click as the door swung shut. A minute later 
there was a pounding on the steel door. Mr. 
Vidal ran over to the vaultand he heard 
faintly : ‘‘ For heaven's sake, get that door 
open and let me out,” ‘ 

Mr. Vidal tried to open the door, but it was 
locked securely, “‘Who has the key?” he 
called through the door. “I have one and | 
Col. Parker has the other,” came through the | 
door. Col. Parker's desk in the private office 
was locked and a search through the hote! 
failed to find him. Half a dozen bell boys | 
were despatched in as many different direc- 
tions, but one by one they returned with word 
that he could not be found. 

Fioally Col. Parker came strolling in, and he | lutely waterproof 











——————— SS 
eS 





Cures Consumption, Coughs, Croup, Sore 
Throat, Sold by all Druggists on a Guarantee. 
Sold by Hargreaves Bros. 








WHEN EVERY MAN 
AND WOMAN 


SHOULD WEAR A 


G4 
D (F _ 


Nearly all of the stylish TWEED OVER- 
COATS AND WRAPS you see around town 
are RIGBY Proofed, but you would not know 


by their appearance that they were abso- 


was surprised at the warmth of his greeting. 
It was like getting back from a transatlantic 
voyage. The situation was explained, he got 
out his bunch of keys, and Paul Gore was re- 
stored to the arms of his loving friends, 

“Is this Saturday or Sunday?” Paul asked, 
as he dropped some sugar in his glass.— Chi- 
cago Tribune, 
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RE SENTATION ADDRESSES 


DESIGNED & ENGROMSED B 
A+ H*HOWARD RCA 
53 KING ST EAST, 


John P. MeKenna's : 














J. YOUNG 


THE LEADING UNDERTAKER 


847 Yonge Street, Toronto 
TELEPHONE 679. 


80 Yonge St., near corner King. 


HARPER'S BAZAR, 
THE LADY, English. 
L’sRT DE La MODE. 
THE GENTLEWOMAN, English. 
LE BON TON. 
TOILETTES. 
THE QUEEN. 
THE SEASON. 
LE MODE DE PARIS. 
MODERN SOCIETY. 


80 YONGE STREET! 


NEAR COR. KING 
Publisher, B>okseller, and Newsdealer. 


H. STONE & SON 
(D. STONF), 
UNDERT*SKERS, 237 Yonge Street. 

| TELEPHONE 931 
Telephone 1717. 








G BACKWARD IN HOOKS AND 


THREAD LOOPS ETC. 
Berore Use , AFTER 





Where can we get your goods? is aa irquiry often sent to the agent for FRANG8S’ PATENT Loor 
AND EVFS by ladies who have been looking fcr our goods in antiquated shops, where the moseback sa ye 
partly alive, has not got them yet. They are for eale in the leading King street store and in many of the first-class hc ps 
here and thrsughout Oanada. Twenty-one Canadian wholesale houses oarry « full range of our goods. 


THE BOYS SAY 
™ Medyndaeaie ” “ PARISIAN” 
67 to 71 Adelaide St. West. Branches—98 and 729 Yonge St. 
‘PHONES 1127, 1496 and 4087 


And whattheboyessy “GOES.” TRY IT AND SEE 


BUY THE 


Celebrated Lehigh Valley 


Va _ MAL 
ONTARIO COAL CO. 


GENERAL OFFICE: Esplanade, Foot of Church Street. 


BRANCH UFFICES: 818 Yonge Street, 10 King Street East, Queer 
Street West and Subway, corner Bathurst Street and C. P. R’y, 
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Art and Artists. 


HE twenty-first acnual exhibition 
of the Ontario Society of Artists 
was opened on Monday even- 
ing under the patronage of the 
Lieutenant Governor and Mrs, 
Kirkpatrick. Notwithstanding 

the number of paintings sent for exhibition to 
Chicago, the display is quite creditable and 
while the number of oils has decreased the 
water colors have increased materially. The 
hanging committee were Messrs. Bell Smith, 
Forbas, Atkinson and Manly, and these gen- 










TOR 


this lady’s work. In No. 50 Mr, Matthews dis- 
plays boldness,and if the distance was improved 
the painting would be quite a success. Mr. 
Spiers has a nice little harvest scene in No. 
51, admirable in its simplicity and broad hand- 
ling. Mr. Knowles has faithfully portrayed 
the scene frequently observed by visitors to 
coast resorts, where the farmer goes down with 
his horses and carts and hauls away the sea 
grass, which is used in fertilizing the land. 
No. 62, by Miss Spurr, is quite creditable, but 
would be better if the sky was not so blue. In 
No. 68 Mr, Rolph has displayed some careful 
work and has produced a nice effect, which is 


LONDON BRIDGE. BY F. M BELL SMITH, 
At the Palette Club Exhibition. 


tlemen have given fairly good satisfaction. 
Taere are always some whom it is impossible 


to please in hanging their canvases and | 


while some complaints may be just, others are 
unreasonable. One great difficulty is found by 
the hanging committee in arranging for an 
exhibit, and thatis in regard tothe titles of ; 
the pictures. Each frame should have written 
plainly on the back, the name of the subject. 
Thisavoids mistake and saves uch time, and it 
is to be hoped that the exhibitors will in future 
follow out this suggestion. Altogether there 
are two hundred and thirty-three numbers, | 
being somewhat less than last year. Of these | 
| 
' 





PORTRAIT OF A CHILD, BY MISS HEMMING,. 


one hundred are oils and one hundred and 
thirty-three watercolors. The arrangement of 
the pictures last year would have been preferable 
tothe present arrangements, but in consequence 
of the twosmall rooms being occupied by 
students they are closed. Amongst the water 
colors many are deserving of special notice. 
Mr. Verner’s No. 6 is a pasture scene. The 
subject is handled well, the tones being speci- 
ally good, as is also his No, 15, These two 
would make a lovely pair and should be sold 
together. No. 26, an inland lake scene by Mr. 
Matthews, is a sweet bit and a good represen- 
tation of the Muskoka country. Mr, Manly’s | 
No. 36, with the three fishermen standing on 


I 





THE CONVALESCENT, 
the bridge, is thoroughly representative of the | 
south coast of Eagland and is well handled, 
lt isto be hoped this gentleman will produce 
some paintings of scenery in Canada. Tarough- 
out the whole exhibition there is too little of 
Canadian subjects. No. 43, A Study of Roses, 











somewhat marred by being overworked. Mr. 
Reid has a capital winter scene in No. 57, the 
best bit I have seen from him in this line. 
Miss Martin has a very pretty evening scene in 
No 81. Mr. Bell Smith’s 93 is a scene on the 
bridge near Notre Dame Cathedral, Paris, a 
capital representation and well worthy of 


special notice. 
o 


Amongst the oils is a very realistic Paris 
scene by the last named artist, being 
No. 96, entitled Pont) du Jour. Anyone 
who has observed the effect of the sun on the 
white buildings in Paris will readily see what 
a capital bit of coloring there is in this 


| fine picture. No. 97, Roses in Jar, by Mr. 
| Mower Martin, is good in coloring but the 


treatment is too harsh and requires toning 
down. It is also a little out in perspective. 
Mr. Kidd’s Old Man, No. 103, is well treated, 
and is worthy of more than a passing glance. 
Mr. Frazer’s handling of fruit, No. 104, shows 
considerable talent, but the coloring is a little 
out and the effect would be improved by re- 


‘ moving the pear at the left corner. The most 


striking picture in the gallery is Mr. Bell- 
Smith's Moonlight, No. 105, which has been 
painted from memory and is very creditable. 
Mrs. Dignam has a nice study of roses in 
No. 106. Mr, Forster's portrait of a child with 
his cat is skyed over Moonlight, and here is 
where the hanging committee have certainly 
erred, as it is not even in a good light. This is 
aclever piece of work and is much admired. 


: Mr. Challener sends a good study of fruit in 
' No. 118; the grapes are simply immense and 
; almost real enough to eat. No. 121 is another 


moonlight by Mr. Atkinson, conspicuous for its 
size and boldness, but entirely out of harmony. 
Perhaps if it were hung under a top light it 
would look better. Asitis hungit certainly does 
not appear to advantage. Mr. Williamson has 
No. 152, an old man smoking his pipe, which is 
very good but savors alittle of the impres- 
sionistic school. The pasture scene by Mr. Reid, 
No. 126, is cleverly handled and broad in treat- 
ment. No, 130, by Mrs. Reid, isa clever study 
of daisies, beautiful in its simplicity, Mr. 
Staples has four pictures, his 138 being one of 
the cleverest little bits in the collection. We 
reproduce this picture—a young lady sewing 
by lamplight—and as the painting was done at 
night, Mr. Staples is to be congratulated upon 
his success. Mr. Sherwood’s Scotch Terrier, 
No. 133, is a clever piece of work broadly 
handled. Mr. Bell-Smith’s scene on the 
Thames, No. 143, is a perfect little canvas, 
remarkable for its realistic effect. Mr. Reid 


has 148, a somewhat similar picture to the one 
exhibited at the Palette Club Exhibition, re- 


BY J, W. L, FORSTER, 


presenting a young lady playing the piano. 
Mr. Forster has in the Convalescent one of 
the best of his productions, The portrait 
of the Old Woman, No. 150, by Miss Hough- 
ton, is a splendid piece of work and should 
not be overlooked by the visitor. Mr, Sher- 


y Miss Bastedo, shows great improvement inwood’s portrait, No, 151, of a young lady is 


| work. The movement of the horses is epecially 
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equal to, if not better than, his usual work. Mr. tendency. This article also is illustrated. 
Biehn’s painting, No. 153, of The Old Darky, | Mrs, Gertrude Atherson supplies a short but 


seated at a table in his house in St. John’s} appreciative account of the American sculp- 
ward, is very good indeed. All the detail is | tress Kuhne Beveridge, with a cut of her most 
worked out and it is a clever piece of work, but | notable work, The Sprinter. 

in order to ensure its success it could be im * 

Early Morning on the Viga Canal is the title 
of the charming frontispiece in the Californian 
for May. An article on Columbus, Vespucius, 
and Magellan, by Thomas Magee, is very in- 
teresting, being illustrated with rare fifteenth 
century prints. An illustrated paper on Some 
Californian Writers is a fine contribution to 
what is called the biography of literature. 

| Portraits are given of Ambrose Bierce, Ger- 
trude Atherton, W. C. Morrow, John Vance 











O-”-STapies. 
LAMPLIGHT. BY O. P. STAPLES, 


proved by correcting the perspective. No. 157, 
A Home Scene, by Mr, Staples, is very com- 
mendable and willmake a nice painting if some 
of the superfluous knick-knacks in the room 
are removed. Mr. Forster's portrait of a rev- 
erend gentleman is very fine and life-like. Mr. 
Cruickshank’s picture of the men ploughing 
with steers and horses is a splendid piece of 


good. The perspective, however, is a 
little out, but can be easily remedied. 
The Piano Player, No. 160, is by Mr. Reid. 
This is similar to one already referred to. No. | DOG, BY W. A. SHERWOOD. 

159, by Mr. Kidd, represents a choir boy hold- 

ing a candle in his hand. The effect of the | Cheney, Frank Bailey Millard, Peter Robert- 
light is good. Mr. Jacobi has some clever bits | 800, George Hamlin Fitch, Sarah B. Cooper, 
of color, wonderful for a man of eighty years. Grace Ellery Channing, Edward Rowland Sill, 
The Still Life by Mr, Leduc is an excellent | Charles Edwin Markham, Theodore Van 
piece of work and cannot be fully appreciated | Dyke, and Gustav Adolf Danziger. 

until closely in«pected. Miss Holden has REVIEWER, 
three portraits, the one of the old woman, No, | 
186, being the best. Mr. Sherwood has a pair 
of greyhounds in Nos, 173 and 181 which would The good wife is always good. Nothing puts 
look wellin a gentleman’s library. Mr. Mar- | her out. She may have neuralgia, a tipsy cook, 
tin has a very pretty winter scenein No. 193. | and twins who always cry at the same time, 
Mr. MacCarthy sends a bust of Principal Grant | but she never looks cross nér speaks hastily ; 
which is very life-like. The catalogue was not | and she always sees that dinner is ready at the 
out at the time of writing so that much diffi- | proper moment. The children may have the 
culty was experienced in securing desired in-| mumps chicken-pox and measles, and the 
formation. The exhibition will remain open | plumbers may have stopped the water in mid- 
until May 10, when the collection will be sold | summer because they are fixing the main pipe; 
by auction as announced. It is to be hoped ‘ the baker, butcher and candlestick maker may 














slimes 


A Good Wife. 








ADAGIO, BY 


there will be a large turnout and the society 
will receive the encouragement it deserves. 
* 


Attention is called to the advertisement in 
another column of the exhibition and sale 
of the fine paintings of Mr. J. C. Forbes, 
R. C. A., to be held at Messrs. Dickson & 
Townsend's rooms, 22 King street west, on 
Tuesday, Wednesday and Thursday, May 2, 5 
and 4, at 2.30 p.m. There will be about one 
hundred canvases, including studies of the Rt. | 
Hon. W. E. Gladstone, made at Hawarden 
Castle and Park Lane, London, by Mr. Forbes, 
The exhibition will be on the first two days 
and the sale on the third day. 

7 


Miss Hemming has had issued a nice littie 
leaflet containing fac-simile reproductions of 
letters received by her from prominent patrons 
in Quebec, a reproduction of her portrait of 
Capt. Cotton, and, on the fly-leaf, an invitation 


visit her studio on the afternoons of Monday, 
Wednesday and Friday next. Miss Hemming 
has secured the temporary loan of a number of 
her pictures for exhibition to the Toronto 


public. F. E. G. 





New Books and Magazines. 


Another number of Men of the Day, edited 
by Louis H. Tache and published by the Mont- 
real Paper Mills Company, has come to hand. 
It contains a short biography of Sir Donald A. 
Smith, by Maud Ogilvy, and one of William 
Ralph Meredith, by J. Castell Hopkins. 


The many admirers of Rosa Nouchette Carey 
will be gratified to learn that the complete 
novel in the May number of Lippincott's is 
from her facile and well tried pen. Its title is 
Mrs. Romney. The third in the series of Lip 
pincott’s Notable Stories, A Pastel, by Cornelia 
Kane Rathbone, is a delicate and touching 
sketch of wasted loyalty and disappointed | 
hope. It is illustrated throughout. James | 
Cox furnishes a glowing account of New | 
St. Louis, illustrated with cuts of a dozen of 
the huge buildings which have lately risen in 
that thriving and progressive city. John Bunt- 
ing traces the origin and history of The Society 
of the Cincinnati, with the violent objections 
which were raised ia its early days against its | 
supposed aristocratic character and dangerous \ 








to her friends and all those interested in art to 
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DENTISTRY. 


D®. McLAUGHLIN, Dentist 


Cor. College and Yonge Streets. Tel, 4268 
_ Special attention to the preservation of the natural teeth. 


N. PEARSON DR. C. H. BOSANKO 


Dentists 


Rooms No. 45 King Street West 
OVER HOOPER’S DRUG STORE 


D®: ALFRED F. WEBSTER, 


DENTIST 
Has removed to 32 Bloor Street West. 


DR FRAWK J. STOWE, Dentist 

Student of Dr. Parmly Brown, New York. Office, 468 
Spadina Ave., close to College St. Teeth filled evenings by 
use of Electric Mouth Illuminator. 


M W. SPARROW,L D.S , Dental Surgeon 


Central Dental Parlors 
N. W. Cor. Spadina Avenue and Queen Street, Toronto. 
Special attention paid to painless operating. 


DRS. BALL & ZIEGLER 
DENTISTS 
Offices, Suite 23 ‘‘The Forum,” Yonge and Gerrard Ste. 
Hours, 9 to 5 Telephone 2232. 








Tel. 3868, 














MEDICAL, 


THOMAS COOK, 204 King Street West 
TELEPHUNE 1286, 
D® BERTHA DYMOND > 
Diseases of Women and Children 
198 COLLEGE ST. TELEPHONE NO, 2583 


Dr. Oronhyatekha 


Special attention given to diseases of Throat, Lungs and 
Nervous System, Electricity and Inhalations. 

Consultation rooms, 29 and 30 Canada Life Building. 
Houre—10 a.m. till 4 p m., and 7 to 8 p.m. 


A M. ROSEBRUGH, M.D., 
. EYE AND EAR SURGEON 
13] CHURCH STREET, TORONTO, 


NDERSON & BATES 


Eye, Ear, Nose and Throat Specialist 
Telephone 3922. No. 5 College Street, Toronto. 


OHN B. HALL, M D., 326 and 328 Jarvis 
Street, HOMEOPATHIST 
Specialties— Diseases of Childrea and Nervous Diseases 
of Women. Office hours—11 to 12 a.m. and 4 to 6 p.m. 


D® PALMER 


40 College Street 
Telephone 3190. 3rd Door from Yonge Street. 

















|GALBRAITH ACADEMY 


In affiliation with Academie Julian, Paris, France. 


School of Painting, Modeling and Drawing 


Youne Women’s Christian Guild Building 
19 and 21 McGill Screet, Teronte 


The pupil advances from the study of the finest antiques 
to the living model. 

Proressors—G. A. REID, R.C.A., J. W. L. FORSTER, 
RC A., HAMILTON McOARTHY, R.O.A, L. BR. 
O'BRIEN, RC.A. 

Circulars and terms on application at the studios, or by 

mail on addressing the Secretary. 


PRESBYTERIAN LADIES’ COLLEGE 


TORONTO 


Literature, Science, Elocution, Physi- 
cal Culture, Art and Music 


Applications now received for 


Next Session, September 6 


Calendars and Forms of Admission sent on application. 
T. M. MACINTYRE, M.A., LL.B, Ph. D. 





G, A. REID. 


present their little bills with exasperating 
frequency, and with reproachful remarks ap- 
pended ; but when husband comes home from 
his little excursion with Jones and Robinson, 
she always smiles beautifully, and always has 
something nice ready. She never mentions 
disagreeable bills to the partner of her soul, 
and she never asks for money; but she is 
always nicely dressed. No dowdy wrappers on 
her. She makes everything herself—out of 


CML Ly 





PORTRAIT, BY F, 8. CHALLENER, 
At the Palette Club Exbibition. 


nothing—elegantly, She is charming; all the 
men envy him ; but she never flirts. 

She is always so glad to have his ma with 
them and to take her advice in everything. 
Bat, most of all, when he comes home at four 
o’clock in the morning, walking very feebly 
and with exceedingly weak knees, she never 
casts a doubt upon his statement that they’ve 
been taking stock, whatever may be the season 
of the year, and she always pities him for 
having to work so hard,—The Million. 


--—————— 





During a thunder storm always put your 
milk in a smaller refrigerator, so that it will 
have no room to turn, 


ATTEND THE BEST—IT PAYS. 


MM ICID AM OGER 
TORONTO AND STRATFORD, 
The Largest cial a the ten 
importance To spend 
The Best Equipped your time and waste your 
EE” 6Seule be ogress inistake 


The Most Practica] 24 on unprofitable in- 


veatment. You” risk 








thi i t i 
Commercial Schools our aakoute. ™ Setietae 


tion guaranteed or money 
refunded. Oaly one 
course of instruction—the 
best. Commercial, Short- 
hand and English Depart- 
menta. Come and see 
our Colleges and com- 
Toronto location corner Yonge pare them with similar 
and Gerrard Stret ts. institutions. 


SHAW & ELLIOTT, Principals. 





In Canada. 





| @— ror a—~OD 
USINESS 
</ EDUCATION 







C. O'DEA, 


Seo'y. 








MEISTERSCHAFT SCHOOL OF LANGUAGES 
20 Queem Street West 

Special afternoon classes for ladies. Conversational les 

sons in French, German, Italian, Spanish clastice. Pre- 

rations for University examinations. J. V. CUSIN, 


ncipal. 


New Shoes 


We have been very busy this week 
opening case after case of 


FINE AMERICAN SHOES 


We will have them all ready by 
Saturday. Come and have a look 
at them. 


H. & C. BLACHFORD 


83 te 89 
Ming Street East 










WHO'S YOUR 





ESTABLISHED 1867 


J. & J. LUGSDIN 


THE LEADING 


Hatters and Furriers 


101 Yonge Street, TORONTO 


*Pheme 2555 
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Settled Out of Court. 


A divorce case is a rarity in the courts of the 
mountain districts of Kentucky yet sometimes 


among those persons living near the country | 
towns, where lawyers congregate, such a legal 
| formers, at the close of one of his expeditions, 
They lived near a | 


proceeding occurs. Mr. and Mrs. Harvey 


Looker were of this class. 
country town and had lived there twenty years, 
very comfortably, and had accumulated some 
property. A difference arose between them, 


and they agreed to a division of the property | 


and a divorce. Harvey let his wife have the 
house they had always lived in, and on that 
half of the farm it was agreed should be his he 
built a log cabin for himself and transferred to 
it his share of the household effects. Each one 
secured a lawyer to attend to the legal part of 
the affair, and then they waited for develop- 


ments. 
For the first month Harvey did very nicely 


in his new home, and was apparently quite | 
The second month he was lone- | 


MIGKODE KILLER 


tions with his lawyer, after each of which he | 


well satisfied. 
some, and every evening he could be seen sit 
ting in front of his cabin gazing longingly 
toward the much better house in which his 
wife lived. If she appeared at any time about 
her house, however, Harvey dodged out of 
sight and tried to make himself believe that 
Mandy was a woman any man ought to be glad 
he had got rid of. He held frequent consulta- 
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about with others in a company, performing 
in small towns and villages. Not infrequently 
these people encounter audiences which ex- 
press deserved contempt for them in ways 
which are not kind. 

‘*T suppose,” said a friend of one of these per- 


‘*that you get pretty much everything thrown 
at you?” 
‘Oh, yes; apples principally, and now and 


| then turnips and frequently potatoes.” 


** And occasionaliy cabbage, I suppose?” ic 

‘‘ Unfortunately, we seldom get hit by a cab- 
bage.” 

‘* Unfortunately ? 
that?” 

‘“ Why, bless your soul, it was the best luck 
we had when people threw those things at us. 
We had so little toeat that we were thoroughly 
glad to swallow their insults.”"—Manchester 
Times. 


What do you mean by 


felt better, but as the rough winter days came | 


on and he could not get into town so often, 
and the long winter evenings shut him in by 
his fireside, Harvey felt sometimes that per 
haps Mandy wasn’t quite as hard to get along 
with as some other things he knew of. One 
day Le went to town for consultation, because 
he couldn’t stand it any longer, and when he 
returned later in the afternoon he looked as if 
he had been through a threshing machine, but 


there was a satisfied atmosphere about him | 


which had not been there in the morning. 


After he had smoothed himself out a little | 


at his cabin, he started off to his wife's house. 
It was growing dark rapidly and Mandy’s light 
streamed from the window that led Harvey 
from the gate to the house. He knocked nerv- 
ously at the door—the door that he had opened 
so many times as his own. 

‘* Who's thar?” called Mandy from within. 


**Tt'’s me,” responded Harvey with a nervous | 


jerk to his voice that frightened him. 

** Who's me?” 

**Don’t you know me, Man—Mrs, Looker? 
it’s Harvey.” 

‘“‘Oh,” he could hear her say, as she un- 


fastened the door, but he could not find much | 


welcome in it. 

‘It’s you, is it?” she continued sharply, as 
she stood in the doorway witha candle in her 
hand. 

‘* Yes, Mandy, it’s me,” he confessed awk- 
wardly, without attempting to come beyond 
the sill. 

‘* Well, what do you want? I thought you 
lived down thar bythe road. You hain't made 
a mistake in the house, have you?” 

** No, Mandy, I hain’t. I come up to see you 
about our divorce.” 

‘* IT thought the lawyers was tendin’ to that.” 

‘* Your’n is Mandy, I guess,” he said rather 
vaguely. 

** Ain't your’n too?” she asked manifesting 
an interest that gave him some hope. 

‘*No, Mandy, he ain’t. You see, Mandy,” 
he went on hurriedly, ‘‘I had a talk with 
him to-day an’ in the course uv his remarks he 
said somethings about you that I wuzn’t goin’ 
tostand a minute, from nobody, so I throwed 
my coat, and [ gave him sucha whalin’ right 
thar in his office that he ain't agoin’ to be able 
to ’tend to nobody's business fer a month, 
much less mine, so I thought I'd better come 
up here an’ see you about it.” 


She made-no reply for several seconds, but | 
there was something in her face that had not | 


been there since Harvey went away. 

‘** Been to supper?” she asked abruptly. 

‘* No, Mandy,” replied Harvey with a shiver, 
for it was cold at the door. 


**Then come in, and we kin talk it over while | 


Harvey sat in the bright 
f the coffee 
biscuits 


"and as 


the 


we're eatin’, 
light and caught 
and the ham, and saw the 
that Mandy set before him, t 
and then as she moved about, he 


fragrance 
fleecy white 


yuching him now 


his cold, cheerless, comfortiess cabin, and a | 


great lump came into his throat, and as Mandy 
Bat 
at her almost timidly. 

‘** Drat the divorce,” she said impetuously. 

‘** Amen,” exclaimed Harvey, 
go back to his cabin that nighc, or ever again, 
to bring home what was there of his 
Detroit Free Press. 


down at the head of the table 


and 


except 
and Mandy’s. 
i _— - 


Devouring Affronts. 


The most miserable of lives, probably, is that 


of the * barn-stormer 


thought of | 
he looked up | 


he didn’t | 


or comedian who goes | 


S-ience, instructed by the microscope, now affirms, and 
proves the affirmation, that all sickness is caused by live 
animal parasites, poisoning and consuming the life drops 
and life atoms of the warm human body. The drugs 
heretofore used to rout or ecatter these microb2e have 
acted in 89 indirest, eo inefficient, so harmfal or so dan- 
gerous a manner as to raise serious doubts in the mind of 
the medical profession as tothe wisdom and moral right 
toemploy them. The virtues of these old remedies are 
their evil power, the wild and violent power of medicating 
and poisoning, that blood thus charged and poisoned may 
in turn counterpoison the germs of disease. Radam's 
Microbe Killer is notadrug. It contains no extract or 
powder of baneful weed, root, herb or mineral. It does 
not represent curative principle of medicinal poisons. It 
kills the disease germs within the body without harm or 
} violence to ths body itself. Instead of making a battle- 
| ground of a sensitive and delicate human organ, arraying 
one set of fiery microbe poisons, it acte with the mild 
power of the dew upon the withering rose or of the sun- 
beam upon the drooping plant It feeds, it nurses, it 
vitalized the debilitated system while delivering it from 
the microbes of disease. Its distinctive virtue, ite dis- 
tinctive excellence is that ‘+ is at once a nutritive and a 
| curative, correcting bodily disorders and overcoming 
| seated diseases in the manner taught by nature. 


THE DRINK FOR ALL INVALIDS 


A trial will convince. Information how to use free from 
office. For sale at all druggiste. 


RADAM MICROBE KILLER CO. 


(LEMITED.) 
TORONTO, ONTARIO 


The CHAS. ROGERS & SONS CO.,Ltd 


JUST PUT INTO STOOK 
NEW DESIGNS IN 


Bedroom Suites, Dining-Room 
and Drawing-Room 


FURNITURE 


AND FANCY CHAIRS AND TABLES 


AT VERY LOW PRICES 
97 Yonge St. 


CARPET CLEANING 


|Done by the HYGIENIC Carpet- 
Cleaning Machine. 


We also clean Carpets Without REMOV- 
| ING from the floor if necessary. 


| SATISFACTION GUARANTEED. 





ORDERS PROMPTLY ATTENDED TO. 


J. & J. L. OMALLEY 


FURNITURE WAREROOMS 
Telephone 1057 160 Queen St. West 





A Cure For It 


‘el 


Friend—One of your clerks tell me you raised his salary and told him to get married, under 


eU 
et atin 


A New Lot of Rain Cloaks 


We have just received a large shipment of Ladies’ Waterproof Cloaks of 
the following makes in the very latest styles: 


Cravenettes Heptonettes 
Mandleburgs Melissa 
and Rigby 
THE LATEST DESIGNS ARE: 

“The Cavalier,” “The Coacher” 
PRICES FROM $2.26 TO $20 


WE INVITE INSPECTION 


R. WALKER & SONS 


33 to 43 King Street East 


“The Militaire,” “The Whip” 


BRAINERD & ARMSTRONG’S ASIATIC DYES WASH SILKS 


ROMAN FLOSS 


WILL WASH 


They are made in a range of (300) 
perfectly blended art tints and a 
variety of makes, including: 

Filo Floss Couching Silk 

Filling Silk Roman Floss 
Medizval Silk Outline Embroidery 
Soie Naturelle Twisted Embroidery | 
Rope Silk Giant Embroidery 
Victoria Knitting and Crochet Silks 


FAST COLORS 
(Cuaranteed) 


For all classes of decorative art and ecclesiastical embroidery they have no 


Basket 
Trunks 


Leather 
Trunks 


Gladstone 
Bags 


Club 
Bags 


Card Cases 
Purses, &¢ 


H. E. CLARKE & CO. 


NOTE, | 
PACIFIC Fy. 


© 
cS) 


Will leave Toronto at 11 20 p.m. 


EVERY FRIDAY 


equal, being used exclusively by the Associated Artists of New York and the 
Decorative Art Societies of the leading cities of the United States and Canada. 


STEWART—April 24, Mrs. Walter Stewart—a son. 
GRAY—April 19, Mee. J.G R. Gray—a son. 
ACHESON—April 11, Mrs. E. C. Acheson—a son. 
EDWARDS— April 16, Mes E. H. Edwards—a son. 
MAODONALD— April 12, Mes D, Macdonald—a daughter. 
SMITH—April 18, Mzs. J. M. Smith—a son. 

RENFREW— April 25, Mrs. Allan E. Renfrew—a son. 
SWEET—April 22, Mre. T R. Sweet—a son (stillborn) 
MARTIN—April 23, Mre, Robert Martin—a daughter. 
NORRIS—April 20, Mre. Frank H. Norris—a son. 
SUCKLING—Apz:il 18, Mrs G. H. Suckling—a daughter 


(eean cee’ 
KE4ST—April 19, Mre. Fred A. Keast—a daughter. 


Trunks M 


OCLARK—DIGNUM—April 20, 
Ellen Evangeline Dignum. 

Se 19, A. H.S Marks to Zella M. 
Danbar. 

SHERLOCK-HUBBARD—EDDIS—April 22, Sherlock H. 
Sherlock. Hubbard to Katherine Gertrude Eddis. 

WELLS.-COMPSTON—April 20, Frank Chase Welle to 
Florence E. Compseton. 

KILPATRICK — BEATON April 25, Andrew C. Kilpatrick 
to Flora Beaton. i 

ORMEROD—PURDIE—April 19, R. B. Ormerod to Lillie 
Pardie 

SMITH—McDOUGALL—April 20, James G Smith to 
Fiorence MoDougall. 

GRAY—ALLAN—April 5, John MoCamon Trew Gray to 
Margaret C Allan 

HAMILTON—PLAYTER—April 19, Robert Hamilton to 
Margaret Playter. 

Ve ene tom 18, W. G. Watson to Ada 

arman 

HAMILTON—BRYANS—April 19, D. A. Hamilton to Mary 

H. Bryans. 


ESTABLISHED 1855 


es. 
Matthew King Clark to 


Cabin 
Bags 


Dress Suit | 
Cases 


Deaths. 
JOHNSTON—April 21—Mary Johnston, aged 70. 
MITTELBERGER—April 20, John F. Mittleberger, aged 35 
SANDERSON-—-April 11, Henry Sanderson, aged 76 
MULLUCK—April 20, Luke Mullock. aged 86 
MITCHELL—April 20. John L. Mitchell, aged 30. 
HOUGH—April 21, John Hough, aged 88 
REEVES—April 19, Mary Reeves, aged 78. 
MILES—April 20, Ann Miles. 
BURGESS—April 19, Sadie Burgess. 
BURNS —April 20, Maria Smyth Burne. 
FERGUSON—April 20, Jane Scott Ferguson, aged 29. 
IREDALE— April 19, Alice T. Lake Iredale. 
MORTIMER—April 19, Herbert Mortimer, aged 72 
VENN— April 20, Lottie Venn, aged 1. 
WURSTER—April 24, Rev. I. Wureter, aged 68. 
ALLAN—April 9, Archibald Alan, aged 64 
OLEARIHUE—April 24, Jean Gladys Clearihue, aged I. 
FREEMAN—April 25, Joshua Freemsn, aged 84 
GOULDING —April 25, Hannah Ford Goulding, aged £3 
WATSON—April 23, Mre. Harriet Watson, aged 60. 
GILLS—April 23, Alison 8. Gille, aged 77. 
MURCH— April 23, James Murch, aged 55. 
SUCKLING—April 22, Mary Jane Suckling. 
WORODEN—April —, Horace T. Worden, aged 35. 
WALLACE—April 23. Robert Wallace, aged 75. 


INSIST UPON A 


HEINTZMAN CO. 
PIANO 


When you are ready to purchase a Piano for a lifetime, 
not the makeshift instruments for a few years’ use, but the 
Piano whoee sterling qualities will leave absolutely nothing 
to be desired, them imsist upon having a 


HEINTZMAN & CO. PIANO 


Sample 
Cases 


fe = Fancy Goods 
ee oe §6 Flasks, &e. 


105 King Street West 


i 
| 
| Its pure singing tone is not an artifical quality soon to 
’ . wear away, leaving harshness in place of brilliancy, dul- 
, ’ ness in place of sweetness, but an inherent right of the 
Heintzman. Forty-five years of patient endeavor upon 
this point, non-deterioration with age, has made the Heintz- 
man what is is—the acknowledged standard of 
durability. 


PEOPLE'S 
POPULAR 


ONE WAY 


PARTIES 


CATALOGUES FREE ON APPLICATION 


HEINTZMAN & CO. 


117 King Street West 


4 


RICH CUT GLAS 


;China Punch Cups 
Afternoon Chocolate Sets 
WEDDING GiFTs 


For British Columbia, Washington, Oregon, 
California in Tourist Sleeping Oars, TVoronte te 
Seatt e without change. 


EVERY FRIDAY 


A through Tourist Sleeping Car will leave Toronto at 
8.45 am. for Besten, Mass., and 


EVERY WEONESDAY 
A through Tourist Sleeping Car will leave Toronto at 


WILLIAM JUNOR 
Tel. 2177 108 King St. West 


The Cradle, the Altar and the Tomb 
Births. 


CLARK—Marsh 20, Mre. Sydney J. Clark—a daughter. 


Freehold Loan and Savings Company 
DIVIDEND No, 67 


Notice is hereby given that a dividend cf 4 per cent. on 
the Oapital Stock of the Company hae been declared for 
the current hal!-year, payable on and after the first day of 
June next at the <ffice of the Company, corner of Victoria 
and Adelaide Streets, Toronto. The transfer booke will be 
closed from the 17th to the 8ist May, inclusive. Notice ie 
also given that the General Annual Meeti of the Com- 
peny will be held at two o’clook p.m , Tu y, June 6th, 
at the office of the Company, for the purpose of receiving 


3 p.m. for Chicago until further notice. 


Apply to any ©. P. R. Ticket Agent for 
full partioulars. 


the annual report, the election of directors, eto. 
By order of the Board, 8. O. WOOD, Manager. 
Toronto, 19th April, 1893. 


penalty of discharge. 
Business Man— Yes; I do that to all my clerks when they get old enough to marry. 
want any of your independent, conceited men around my place. — Puck, 


McTAGGART—April 19, Mre G. D. MoTaggart—a son. 
FINDLAY—April 19, Mre. J. M. Findiay—a daughter. 
SYMONS—April 15, Mrs. W. L. Symone—a eon. 


I don’t 


ROO an 2 


D 





